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POSSESSIVE LAN DLORD 


Trudi 


Fired from my crappy job yesterday, evicted from my 
apartment today. What’s next? 


I need superman to come save me... 
But who’d have me? 


As soon as I hear him. As soon as I feel him pressed against 
me, I have a fair idea. 


My new landlord, and I think he’s wanting to give me more 
than just a pink slip. 
Kane 


I own the apartment block, my latest acquisition. But I 
should have stipulated in my terms that everything inside it 
belongs to me too. 


As soon as I see her curves, I know I have to possess them, 
to own them. 


To own her. 
She belongs to me now, not just her building. I’ll make 


damn sure of it. 


*Possessive Landlord is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


l rudi 


“You can’t just throw me out! I told you I get paid today, I’ll 
drop off the money after I get to the bank... I tell you that 
every Wednesday, Marco!” 


But the super’s not hearing any of it. He’s being ruder, 
more unreasonable than usual.. plus he has a bright pink 
slip in his hand, pushing it under my face as I’m halfway out 
my apartment door. 


I don’t need this right now, I’m already late as it is. 


“This time it’s too fuckin’ bad,” he spits out, the cigar stub 
at the corner of his mouth looking and smelling a lot like the 
shit that he’s spouting. 


“New owner, new rules,” he says, raising his voice over 
mine as I try to protest. 


“The word from high up is to serve all overdue tenants with 
evictions... which is you. Yeah, you pay every Wednesday 
but you’re three weeks behind, Einstein. Now move your fat 


ass and get your shit outta this dump before I call the 
cops!” 


Pd normally have more fire in me, but today’s just not a 
great day. Yesterday some sleaze groped me at the diner, 
there was a big fight and I got fired. Now I’m being 
evicted... 


What I need is Superman to come save me. 


It’s not my choice, but I feel the tears coming, then I hear 
myself screaming out for help as Marco grabs me by the 
arm. 


When a shadow falls across both of us, maybe it’s just a 
huge cloud blocking the sun. I watch Marco’s sweaty face 
fall as he looks up behind me. 


A low growling sound registers in my ears and I think fora 
second maybe someone’s savage dog has escaped. 


But it’s not a dog. It’s him, and he’s come to rescue me. Just 
in the nick of time. 


I smell his cologne before I hear his smoky voice, and I 
know before I even see him that he’s just perfect. Anyone 
who sounds and smells so good has to be. 


And he is. 


My heart’s beating way too fast from all the Marco eviction 
bullshit, but it misses a beat and kicks up into overdrive as 
Marco lets go of me, literally pushing me away from him 
and then I turn around. 


I have to look up to take all of him in, a slight pause at his 
hips before I zoom on up, eager to lose myself in his dark, 
sultry eyes which have a smoldering fire burning in them. 


A fire he’s kindling especially for Marco. 


“Hands off her, shit lips,” he growls. His whole upper body 
stiffens in one motion as he makes two anvil sized fists with 
his giant hands. Every fiber of muscle the man has is 
flexing, primed and ready for action. 


I hear Marco gulp and the cigar stub falls from his mouth. 


I hear my own gasp, and my mouth drops, along with the 
sensation of extreme blood flow to my most sensitive and 
instantly drenched body parts. 


I’ve never felt instant arousal, ever. I wouldn’t have 
believed it possible. Taking this man in with my eyes, I not 
only believe in it, I want it, lots more of it and I have to 
steady myself from fully swooning by resting on the wall 
behind me. 


“You alright?” he asks me, his eyes softening on mine as I 
pump a swift nod. 


His perfect mouth pulls into a smile, flashing opalescent 
rails of perfect teeth set inside his rigid, square jawline. His 
equally perfect hair staying put as the wind picks up and he 
jerks his head with the slightest little movement, cueing me 
to get out of the way. 


“Go back inside, into your home. Marco here has something 
on his nose...” 


Marco finds his mouth again, which is a pity. He’s about to 
have it knocked off his face. 


“The fuck are you, Pal? I’m the Super here and this is an 
eviction notice being served... the fuck’s on my nose, 
asshole?” 


“My fist.” The stranger announces, planting a right jab 
square into Marco’s face, making it look tiny as his huge fist 
connects with it making a cracking, squelching sound. 


It’s the last thing Marco hears for a while, and I gasp aloud, 
again. Every movement I make in this guy’s company draws 
little sounds from me. Disbelief, satisfaction, relief... mostly 
arousal. 


I’ve never felt this way, period, let alone about another 
human being, I only want to get closer, to somehow make a 
physical connection. I even forget my phobia of people for a 
second, forgetting I’m the plump girl people like to poke fun 
at rather than think about poking for real. 


Straightening his tie under his dark blue blazer, he looks 
through my screen door, right into my eyes intently. 


“Tell me you’re alright. Tell me this asshole didn’t hurt you.” 


I stammer some more, then feel my legs going weak. I try to 
say something. Anything. 


But looking at him standing there, taking up so much space 
so perfectly, smelling so good and saving my ass I just make 
a sucking sound with my mouth like a fish. 


“I’m Kane.” he says hoarsely, easily letting himself in, 
suddenly getting within inches of me as I take two steps 
back and that’s when it happens. 


I feel like something inside me has come loose, like a pin’s 
been pulled and I’m about to lose all control completely. 


I moan out loud, my legs shudder again and I feel my eyes 
crossing. 


I only manage to squeak “Trudi” before all is lost. 


His face rushes towards mine, his deep growl of concern 
mixed with something I can only call ‘approval’ registers 
before everything goes black. 


I’m out of work, fired. I’ve been evicted, saved by a god and 
now I’ve fainted. 


And it’s only Wednesday. 


CHAPTER TWO 


k ane 


Coming straight from the lawyers to finalize the purchase, I 
want to look over my latest acquisition. Real estate like this 
isn’t my usual thing, but accounting says I have to spend 
like crazy for the next quarter or I'll be paying it all in tax. 


The open courtyard style apartment block’s a little dated. 
Come to think of it so’s the whole area. Maybe TIl knock it 
down and rebuild something more modern. 


Walking up the stairs, I can hear a heated and very one- 
sided conversation. I smell sweat and stale cigar, but then 
something else. 


Something sweeter that makes my pants creak a little in the 
crotch department. 


As soon as I get to the top step, I can see what’s being 
transmitted. The scent of a goddess and all I can see is her 
perfect behind, giving an instant thickness to the heat-filled 
snake forming in my pants. 


Her heart shaped ass looks like it’s begging for me through 
the worn fabric of a simple dress, white on white. I can also 
see the outline of her panties in the full light which makes 
me growl deeply with approval. 


Her thick curves are moving under her clothes, which I 
could watch all day long, but she’s moving for all the wrong 
reasons and her mood isn’t how I want it to be. 


She’s scared. 


I’m not a ladies man, not by a long shot. But I am a man 
who knows what he wants and as soon as I see her curves 
from behind, I know I made the right choice in coming here 
today. In buying the whole building. 


I should have stipulated I wanted everything in it too. 


The most perfect ass I’ve seen is paired with the most 
thrust-ready hips. A body made for mine, I can tell. I’m a big 
guy. Hard with lots of chiseled edges. I need something soft 
and plenty of it to grip. 


Her blond hair is up in a tight bun, showing the milky 
smooth skin of her neck and I somehow know she’ll have 
the most beautiful blue eyes to match the rest of her 
loveliness. 


But something’s wrong, I can see it. I can hear it, I can 
sense it. It’s ruining my buzz and worse, it’s scaring her. 
Threatening what’s mine. 


Some asshole’s giving her a hard time and I overhear two 
words before I stride on over to take over. ‘Lard ass and 
eviction.’ 


My jaw clenches so tight I can’t speak, it feels like I’ve 
snapped the tendons that make my mouth work. 


I’m torn between eyeing her beauty from behind and 
breaking the peanut who’s grabbing her in half. 


She lives here and she’s being evicted, I get that much from 
what’s going on. I do recall the name and description of 
Marco, the building’s super from the lawyer. 


He’s getting rough with her and she doesn’t like it. I don’t 
like it either. 


I’m the only one who should be touching her, but not like 
that. 


She’s in my building, which makes her my property, 
figuratively speaking and once she cries out for help I know 
I have legal and active permission to render assistance in 
the only way I can think of. 


By saying goodnight to Marco, who drops like a sack of shit, 
matching the smell which seems to waft up from him. At 
least I have her to myself now. 


Not an ideal way to introduce myself to my tenants, but 
she’s different. Whoever she is, and I can only hope she 
doesn’t have a husband or boyfriend tucked away in there, 
otherwise they’ll be getting the same nose job Marco just 
signed up for. 


She’s mine and I’m going to claim her and make her mine 
officially, whatever it takes. 


My instinct is to comfort her, to let her know she’s safe now. 
That I’m here and Marco won’t for much longer, I'll see to 
that. 


I introduce myself, let myself in but before I can even say 
anything I watch her eyes roll and she’s going down. 


I sweep her up into my arms before she can fall, she’s light 
as a feather in my arms and her full, stiff peaked chest 


pressing into mine is permission for my cock to grow to full 
attention. 


Nobody can see, but I hope she can feel it, pressing into the 
soft curves of her perfect ass now, making me growl again 
as she lets out a half sigh, half moan as she feels my hard 
body against hers. 


In two steps I’m standing over a couch, telling myself I can 
put her down now, but I can’t. 


I look around the place. A clean, cozy looking apartment. 
Single, I can just tell. 


Thank fuck for that. 


But it’s the building, not her. It’s old, crumbling. Dated and 
worn. 


It’s no place for her. No place for the younger woman I’m 
going to make mine and I decide on the spot that she is 
evicted. Starting right fucking now. 


She’s evicted from her old, shitty life and she’s coming 
home with me. 


I lean in closer, studying her perfect skin and listening as 
she breathes gently now, all the fear gone from her with 
only a slight smile playing on her ruby red lips. Simple 
gloss, no slutty war paint. Fuck, she’s perfect! 


I almost wish I had a third hand to touch myself, to relieve 
some of this aching pressure building up inside, but I know 
it would be useless. 


Her small, soft hands are the only thing I want touching me. 
I want to see my thick cock being squeezed between those 
perfect tits as she fucks me with them, bobbing my swollen 
head in her mouth as I hold that soft, sweet hair of hers... 


I groan out loud, and suddenly flush with embarrassment. 


Her eyes have fluttered open and there’s a chorus of groans 
from outside as well. 


Marco’s awake and so is my cock. I’ve got a raging hard on, 
holding the claim I’m yet to stake and she looks like she’s 
just woken up from a wet dream I just know involved me. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


l rudi 


Coming to in Kane’s arms is like waking up on a cloud made 
of pure man, muscle and musk. His scent is soothing, 
exciting and arousing all at once, but his shining eyes and... 
is that something in his pocket pressing against me... is it 
his...? 


Oh my lord I think I’m about to have another of those 
gushing spells if it is... 


I watch as my own hand instinctively goes up to his face, 
tracing his angled jawline, which is smooth but draws a 
rough growl from him as his eyes narrow on mine. He 
squeezes me tighter, closer to him and I hear a little 
gasping sound escape me which makes his eyes flash wider 
again. 


“You’re mine, Trudi. I’ve got you now.” 


“But IL...” I try to protest and his purring growl silences me, 
telling me that everything’s going to be alright from now 
on. 


And I just know that it will be, somehow. 


I can hear voices from behind him. Marco’s I recognize, but 
there’s something else. Someone who doesn’t sound like 
such an asshole. 


Kane turns around, still holding me like I weigh nothing and 
the light through the doorway dazzles me for a moment, 
and I can see Marco being pinned to the wall by a short, 
bald and angry looking man who I just know is a cop. 


I’ve waitressed long enough to know plus I think I’ve seen 
this one at the diner. 


“Anybody else in there?” he calls out, huffing between 
breaths and speaking over Marco who’s unhappy about 
being leveled and then being arrested for taking a swing at 
who he thought was his attacker but turns out it’s 
somebody else. 


“Police! Anybody else in there? Don’t make me... Oh! I beg 
your pardon, I didn’t realize you were here Mr. Barret, I 
was just...” 


Kane steps into the doorway, recognizable through the 
screen and although he’s still holding me the detective 
recognizes him instantly. 


“You got here just in time...” 
“Detective Sloane,” the cop says. 


Sloane registers Kane still holding me, but I can still feel his 
hardness pressing into my rump so I figure it’s as good a 
reason as any to keep me in his arms. 


“Wanna tell me what happened here?” Sloane asks, 
opening the screen door and inviting us both out with his 
hand. 


Kane growls and sets me down, but I feel his strong hand 
on my shoulder, keeping me slightly in front of him, his 
groin pressing into my back the whole time which makes 
me see spots, my knees tremble as my whole body feels the 
thrill of his firm touch. 


“I’m the new owner of this building,” Kane begins and I 
hear myself gulp first, then Marco, who’s suddenly looking 
up at Kane in a new light, his face flushed with 
embarrassment now instead of rage. 


“T was coming up the stairs, when I observed this man 
assaulting one of my tenants. I stepped in between them 
and then he... well. I defended myself as well as my tenant,” 
he says matter of fact. His voice so powerful, so firm and 
commanding it would convince anyone who heard it, even 
Marco’s nodding his head. 


“Well, our friend here took a swipe at me, too Mr. Barret. 
rll have a uniform come take him downtown. I was just 
across the way here when I heard an argument.” 


Kane makes an inquiring sound, pulling me back into him 
again and I feel my chest stiffen with delight as one of his 
hands rests on my hip, squeezing me closer. It takes 
everything I have not to moan out loud, to keep my head 
forward, but Kane somehow manages to keep talking as if 
I’m just his chubby tenant who he’s just rescued and he’s 
staying close for moral support. 


“...Homicide,” Sloane says gravely, and Kane clicks his 
tongue. 


“Rough area?” he asks earnestly, growling low again as 
Sloane nods his head. 


“You picked a interesting neighborhood to invest in, Mr. 
Barret. I hope your touch can turn things around in this 


neck of the woods. A lot of people are hurting financially,” 
he adds. 


I can feel Kane nodding, feel him thinking about so many 
things all at once. Calmly, decidedly. And I know from the 
rigid line running up my back that his foremost thought is 
still me, which makes me shudder another breath in. 


Sloane suddenly observes the pink slip, picking it up from 
the ground. 


“Looks official, Mr. Barret. If she’s out, she’s out. Pending 
an appeal, but if you’re the new owner, I can’t see how we 
could force this issue... especially seeing as it’s you...” The 
detective lowers his eyes, flushing with nothing short of 
what I’d only say was admiration. Like someone getting to 
meet their favorite sports hero. 


“TIl take care of that,” Kane says with authority, taking the 
paper from Sloane and pocketing it, “If you take care of 
that,” he adds, pointing to Marco, who finally finds his voice. 


“T didn’t know who you were, you might’ve said something,” 
he groans miserably. 


“And you might have fallen from the balcony if I’d got here a 
minute after... you’re through here, Marco. I'll have my 
team go over the accounts, see just how much ‘overdue’ 
rent you’ve been collecting for yourself, plus the assault 
charges we'll both press and I guess you’ve got assaulting a 
police officer now too?” Kane says, quizzing Sloane who’s 
nodding while he mops his speckled brow. 


“You don’t touch what doesn’t belong to you. Mr....?” Sloane 
says. 


“Brunel.” 


“Marco Brunel. Used to work for me... apparently,” Kane 
growls. 


Sloane repeats himself, giving me a friendly nod of his head 
as he looks to Marco again, wagging his finger in his 
direction. “You don’t touch what doesn’t belong to you, Mr. 
Brunel. Otherwise you have a price to pay, what’s Mr. 
Barret’s is Mr. Barret’s.” 


And I feel Kane squeeze me harder from behind, his hand 
sliding to my shoulder as he murmurs hoarsely into my ear. 


“Damned right... what’s mine is mine...” 


CHAPTER FOUR 


k ane 


The presence of others, men especially gets my back up, 
but Sloane’s alright. He can take out the bag of trash that’s 
Marco, let him have some time in a cell to consider what it 
costs when you handle what doesn’t belong to you. 


“Call my office with any questions,” I tell Sloane, dismissing 
him as he hauls Marco off downstairs to wait for his 
uniformed ride. 


“Oh, I'll be in touch. Mr. Barret, we’ll be in touch for a 
formal statement later,” he says, giving Marco some of his 
own medicine to prepare him for his special visit to the big 
house. 


Once we're alone, I turn Trudi to face me, I tilt her chin up 
with my finger, feeling her whole body trembling still. 


“Tell me you're alright.” 


She shudders another breath and I can see she’s not okay. 
She’s unhurt, but she’s got things on her mind. I need to 
show her, not just tell her, that I’m here now. 


No more problems for Trudi. Not ever again. 


Her eyes keep straying south, finally she bites her lip again, 
taking a deep breath in and asks me if I want to come inside 
again, I only reply to her glances by cocking my brow. 


“Oh I want to come in again,” I growl. “Again and again...” 
but I think she’s too overwhelmed to catch my double 
meaning. 


Or is she? 


Her coy smile wants to stay, but there’s so much in her eyes. 
So much in her face that’s telling me more than words 
about what she’s going through. 


“T have to go look for work. I have an interview and I’m 
late... Did that cop really mean it about the eviction thing? I 
mean... Oh! I just don’t know anything right now...” 


She looks frazzled, upset. Her lower lip starts to tremble in 
time with her body again and I just can’t stand it. I can’t 
stand to see her like this, in this place. 


I move over to her, so close her hands press up against my 
chest. She’s wanting to push me away but we both know 
she can’t. 


My thick hard on is still at full attention, pressing into her 
belly as I pull her towards me, I groan softly as I touch the 
small of her back and feel her warmth pressing into me, 
before she finally yields and sinks into me. My arms 
covering her, shielding her from the world at last. 


I hold her, letting her get her tears out, holding her while 
she jolts in sobs and sniffs. Holding her until she’s spent all 
she’s got left of her old life. 


n 


“I feel so stupid...” she sniffs, “One minute I’m running late 
and now, now I’ve ruined everything... my job... my house... 


what am I gonna do?” 


“What do you want to do?” I ask her, knowing I can’t force 
her to do anything she doesn’t want to, but hoping she’ll 
agree with what I’m about to command her to do, for her 
own good. 


“T’ve only just met you, but I feel like... I feel like I want 
this... whatever’s happening between us. I want that, but 
surely... I’m justa...” 


I let out another low sound, I want to kiss her so bad, I want 
to just throw her over my shoulder and carry her out of this 
place out of this life she’s made for herself. 


I want to take her home and spread her wide open on our 
bed, taste her come in my mouth before I fill her with my 
seed. I know she’s the only one I want to start the rest of my 
life with, have that family I’ve only ever seen other people 
enjoy so much. 


“You’re evicted,” I inform her gently as I hear her gasp, 
pulling back only far enough to bring her face up to look 
into my eyes again. 


“You’re coming home with me, and that’s that. No more 
shitty jobs, no more crummy apartments for you. You’re 
mine now. Understand?” 


I know she’s done the best for herself here in this place, 
with her full-time job and that insult they call a wage. 
Servitude is what I’d call it, keeping someone so perfect, so 
beautiful down on themselves like this. It’s criminal. 


Her eyes narrow for a second, there’s fire in her and she’s 
not just gonna let a man tell her what to do without having 
her say, but I see the shift in her eyes when she feels me 
pulsing against her, as her own body shudders at the 
recognition of what's between us. 


“T want you, Trudi. And I’m a man who gets what he wants 
because I know what I want...” 


This force that’s drawn us together, it’s bigger than both of 
us and it can’t be denied. I know it, and I know she feels it 
too. 


She only nods briefly, before clinging to me and we both 
just stand there, enjoying the silence, feeling each other up 
close for the first time. Both our hearts pounding with the 
thrill of excitement but feeling something peaceful at the 
same time. 


I know she’s the one. She’s younger than me, sure. But with 
my status, my money. It’s almost expected of me to take a 
girl half my age. 


I’ve raised eyebrows more than a few times with my notable 
absence of female companions, because I never found one I 
liked. Fake tits, a skeletal figure and Malibu Barbie tan 
don’t do anything for me. 


Looking at her now, holding Trudi close, I can’t think of 
anyone I’d rather be with right now, or ever. 


“You’re mine, Trudi,” I tell her again, and she nods, letting 
me feel her face moving on my chest as I stroke her hair, 
smelling her sweet scent. My left hand tracing down her 
back, making her shiver again, making her burrow further 
into me so much that I can only think of the one thing that 
will bring us closer. 


Soon. 


I’ll make her mine properly, forever. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


l rudi 


I put both my hands flat on Kane’s chest, mostly on his firm 
abs, the guy’s like six feet seventeen. I sigh shakily, noticing 
my hands still trembling, my mind still reeling from all 
that’s happened in such a short amount of time. 


“Can we just take a minute here? I mean... I just need some 
time with this. I was running late for a job interview and 
now I have the world’s biggest... well, I have you here, 
telling me how it’s gonna be.” 


I notice his brow creasing, his shoulders sagging a little but 
he doesn’t look too upset. 


Okay, he looks a little peeved. 


“We just met, Kane... I just need to take all this in... can I 
just stay here for a while, I'll pay my rent after my interview 
today, once I get to the bank and maybe... if you wanna 
grab a coffee or something, we can get to know each other 
some more...” 


I can’t see anybody built like this man, who smells so good 
and has enough money to buy whole apartment blocks for 
fun having anything really serious in mind when it comes to 
someone like me. 


I just can’t. 


Kane. Mr. Barret. He caught me at a weak moment, an 
emotional moment, thats all. He’s been very 
understanding, even doing what I’ve always wanted to by 
smacking out that shit Marco. But I can’t just up and leave 
my whole life based on one encounter with a sexy guy. It’s 
just not the sort of thing that happens to me. Or anybody. 


And I tell Kane as much, in my own special, ‘I’d rather come 
home to my one bedroom headache than take a chance on 
thinking anybody would be interested in me, let alone a god 
damned Adonis millionaire’ kind of way. 


He’s not buying it though. 


“Alright.” He announces, “We’ll go for coffee. Maybe do a 
little shopping... get to know each other. How about that?” 
he asks, trying to look patient and understanding, but his 
whole body, especially his crotch is telling me a different 
story still. 


Damn if that isn’t the biggest, most fascinating thing I’ve 
ever seen. 


My whole body wants it, all of it. I want to drench his cock, 
his whole body with my juices. 


But I don’t even know where to start with that kind of stuff. 
I don’t recall the last time I saw myself naked, let alone a 
man. I wouldn’t know what to do. 


His cologne smells more expensive than my whole 
apartment, I just can’t see it. 


“I’m too fat!” I blurt out, and now I see him getting 
annoyed. 


“How could a guy like you possibly go for this?” I ask, 
grabbing a handful of my side and turning to show it to him, 
but I notice him moan instead, a sound of mixed emotion 
and disbelief. 


I really think he likes what he sees. He’s not faking that 
hard on either. 


I take a few deep breaths and can only feel his eyes boring 
into me, undressing me and positioning me so he can 
penetrate me fully. 


I become aware that my own breath, my own body is 
shaking as much as he is, primed for something I have no 
idea about. 


Yet. But I feel it about to boil over inside me. 


“Trudi,” he announces with an air of urgency, but stops 
himself from moving, like he’s frozen to the spot. 


“I don’t want to hear you talk about yourself like that 
anymore, okay?” 


I nod my head, staring at his bulging crotch again. 


“Let’s get outta here,” he suggests, “You can stay here as 
long as you like, but just give me one day of your time, 
alright? I’ll even pay you for it, have a word with your 
interviewing employer and see if you don’t feel differently 
by the morning, how about that?” he smiles. 


It’s a winning champion of everything he does smile. The 
smile I just know has sealed multi-million dollar deals as 
well as helped old ladies across the street and has this little 
ugly duckling nodding her head as if she’s wanting it to fall 
off from the pressure building inside her. 


“One day?” I ask him, figuring it's Wednesday... Not the 
best day to be job hunting anyway. I can always swing by 
the other place on Friday or Saturday, Monday even. When 
I know they’re busy and will rehire me in a snap. Nobody 
cleans that coffee machine like I do... they’ll want me back. 
In the meantime I can see where Mr. Barret wants to take 
me today, see if I can’t get me some more of those free hugs 
with a firm center. 


He’s smiling wide already, like he’s already got his way, but 
I’m sticking to my guns, regardless of the moisture level in 
my panties, my pounding heartbeat and sweaty palms. I 
could have the flu for all I know. 


No man’s just gonna come in and sweep me off my feet. Not 
without a fight... 


Right? 
My god, but he’s perfect. 


I can’t help but smile with Kane either, there’s something so 
disarming about him when he’s not punching people out or 
growling, or making me faint from just being so damned 
irresistible. 


“TIl have to change though... these are my good clothes.” I 
caution him, and he holds both hands up in mock surrender, 
putting on a serious face for me while he sits himself down, 
dwarfing my tiny couch with his huge muscular frame. 


I know he’s already got me, I just have to make out like he 
has to win me properly. 


There’s still a huge part of me who, even when I pinch 
myself, that still feels like all of this is a dream that started 
bad but turned into one come true as soon as Kane showed 


up. 


“Where’s your work?” he asks, and then quickly adds, “How 
much is a shift worth to you for one day, usually... on a 
Wednesday?” 


“Tt’s about ten blocks from here and I get around eighty 
dollars, mostly tips,” I tell him, furious at how red I turn. 
Realizing how ashamed I actually am about my job, my 
life... about everything. 


“T need to change...” I remind him and he takes a sharp 
breath in as I slide behind the door which leads to my tiny 
bedroom. I half wish he’d just come in here, run those huge 
hands all over me, take care of this sodden ache between 
my legs and get it over and done with. Let me get on with 
my life without this crazy urgency that’s taken over. 


But he doesn’t. He’s the perfect gentleman and he waits 
until I come out ten minutes later having tried on 
everything I own, deciding none of it's any good to wear in 
front of him, settling on the only jeans I have that fit and an 
oversized blouse. 


“Beautiful,” he growls to himself under his breath as I come 
out, looking down at the floor and feeling like I’ve just come 
last in a beauty pageant. 


“Shall we go?” he asks, eyeing me greedily, getting up and 
holding out his arm for me to take. 


I feel almost like royalty as I step out onto my old balcony, 
pulling the rotted door shut to lock it behind us as we float 
down the old wrought iron staircase, which I somehow 
know won’t be a journey I’ll be making again anytime soon. 


Not if Kane gets what he wants. 


CHAPTER SIX 


k ane 


Seeing Trudi in two outfits in almost as many minutes, it’s 
too much. When she tells me she’s gonna go change, my 
instinct is to follow her, to undress her and to spend the rest 
of the day finding ways to keep her from getting dressed. 


But I have to try hard to remind myself she wants to take it 
slow. Not everyone wants to jump into bed with their new 
landlord after five minutes. 


Looking around the apartment, I can see nothing that holds 
value or promise, apart from the fact it’s where Trudi 
comes from. 


I have to pick my jaw up off the floor before I can even 
stand, and I don’t care if the world sees how hard she’s 
making me anymore. I can’t control it. My jacket should 
keep me from getting arrested, but her eyes glancing down 
and watching her smile turn up at the corners make me 
even harder for her by the minute. 


The fresh air and Trudi on my arm as we leave the building 
makes me feel like a new man. My car’s waiting across the 


street and I feel Trudi tense up as we get closer. 


“This is your car?” she asks, and I feel like I’m dragging her 
the last few steps but we need to get off the road. 


“Yes,” I say, opening the rear door for her and helping her 
in. 


She stifles a guffaw of disbelief, which reminds me of how I 
must’ve looked when I saw her coming out in those jeans 
just now. The surest way to a man’s heart is through 
wearing a decent pair of jeans, and Trudi’s curves in that 
denim, with a pair of low black boots has me panting like a 
wolf. 


I like to drive, but when I’m busy, or in this case have a 
major distraction like Trudi, I’m grateful for the limo. It’s 
flashy but I often need to concentrate on other things while 
getting someplace. 


Today is all about Trudi though, so I need both eyes fixed 
where the rewards are greatest, and I feel spoiled today, 
right now, having to choose between staring at her pretty 
face or her ample chest, which is like two giant magnets for 
my eyes. 


Her wide eyes are running over the interior of the car and 
mine are running over her. I sit opposite her, facing 
backwards so I can watch her, watch the world she’s 
leaving behind. 


“So... where are we going?” she asks, looking suddenly 
nervous again after the initial surprise of the limo wears off. 
My driver knows to take me to my next appointment after 
the apartment complex, which was a morning coffee 
meeting, which I’ve just canceled. 


“For coffee,” I say, smiling. Promoting her to the most 
important thing on my calendar all day, and every day after 


this one. 


“T think you can tell me about that building you lived in too, 
all the things wrong with it. Don’t hold back, I want to know 
how much ofa lemon I just bought into.” 


She looks sheepishly out the window and I can tell I’ve hit a 
nerve by focusing on her apartment. 


“Well, the doors don’t close... the hot water is always on the 
fritz,” she begins. 


“Uh huh, okay, this is good to know.” I tell her, making little 
mental notes while watching the light dance off her glossy 
lips, the shine in her blue eyes spectacular from the 
morning sun in them. 


“... The fire escapes are rusted shut, the windows never 
open... the a/c has a pigeon living in it... the refrigerator...” 


“Okay! Okay! I get it,” I cut her off, laughing but then not 
laughing once I see how upsetting it is for her to recount 
the slum she’s been living in. 


“Pm not laughing at you, Trudi. I’m not.” I say truthfully, 
leaning in and taking one of her hands in mine. 


“T’m laughing the bitter laugh of a man who thought he was 
getting a bargain, but really bought something that needs a 
lot of work... But also the same man’s laugh who realizes 
he’s paid a small price for the greatest thing in the world.” 


She crosses her brow in a question, but I leave it at that for 
now. I don’t want to scare her off. I’m pinching myself that I 
even found her, let alone got her in my car within a half 
hour. That’s incredible. 


“Will you fix up the building, or just demolish it like they all 
seem to nowadays,” she muses, almost to herself and I feel 
a stab of hurt as she looks out the window. Away from me 


and back into the only life she’s known, the one without me 
in it. 

I grind my jaw, trying not to focus on the past, my past 
without her. 


“If you want, we can fix up the whole building, any way you 
think it would be best for the tenants... no increase in rent 
either,” I tell her. 


If she hadn’t been there, I might well have leveled the 
whole place, which was the strongest recommendation from 
the developers I work with. But now, after meeting Trudi, 
after hearing it’s a neighborhood that could use something 
positive in it, I’m thinking differently. 


“You’re just saying that to be nice,” she says. “Nobody in 
their right mind would spend a dime on that place. It should 
be scrapped.” 


“Where would everyone go?” I ask her, feeling like the 
tables have been turned and I’m the one who cares about 
things, people and places now. 


“Not your problem, right?” she says, not even trying to hide 
her sarcasm. 


“Nobody made you stay there.” I challenge her, feeling a 
thrill as her eyes flash wider on me. 


“T really don’t see how that’s your business!” she says, and I 
know right now, that I’m hooked. I love a girl with her own 
mind, but I love a girl with her own voice even more. 


I chuckle to myself, because she’s right. I’m poking her a 
little, to see how far she’ll put up with me, but I know I have 
to be a little delicate too. She’s had a rough morning, rough 
few days by the sounds of it. 


“Tell me about what happened, with your job,” I ask her, but 
it comes out more like a command. 


She wants to have her say about that too, but she recounts 
the memory of it playing in her features long before she 
answers me. 


“Its a crappy job, but I like the regulars. They make it 
bearable, like that cop...” 


Sloane. 


“But yesterday, there was this guy, I dunno, maybe a 
tweaker or something. Real freaky looking with shifty eyes, 
he sits down and asks for a glass of water. My boss 
grumbled but gave me the nod, some people like to think 
before ordering.” 


I lean forward again, this time because I’m interested in 
what she’s saying. Her voice, the way her face moves when 
she talks. I could listen to Trudi all day long. 


“So this guy, he sits there for like an hour and I’m starting 
to wonder, so I ask him point blank if he’s going to order.” 


I watch her face fall and her body starts to shiver, like she’s 
cold all of a sudden. 


“What happened?” I press her, knowing I don’t want to 
know but needing to know. 


“He just grabs me, like really hard... He yanks my arm 
and... he grabbed my chest... and then he...” 


It’s too much for her, and she’s crying. Reliving something 
like that’s too much for her, it’s too soon. 


I switch my seat and slide over next to her, my arms go 
around her and I’m relieved more than anything when I feel 
her burrowing into me once more. 


Safe. 
Protected. 


I had no idea that’s what happened, and although I’m 
holding her, comforting her. I’m furious that she had to 
experience anything so brutal, and then again at the hands 
of that prick Marco this morning. 


“You’re alright now, Trudi. You’re safe. I promise. Nothing 
and nobody is ever going to do anything like that to you 
again. D’you understand me?” I ask her, my own jaw 
grinding my teeth to powder as I try and talk. 


I can feel her nodding, sobbing and sniffing again, and once 
we get to the hotel for coffee, I sit with her until she feels 
up to it. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


l rudi 


“We don’t have to go in if you don’t want to,” he says, and I 
lift myself up from his warmth, his rippled body underneath 
his suit is something I could just live in. 


“I feel stupid, that’s all,” I tell him, because I do. All I’ve 
done all morning is blubber about the things that happened 
to me. 


“Its natural,” he assures me, “You’ve had two terrible 
things happen in two days.” 


“Three.” I correct him, and he quizzes me with his eyes. 
“T didn’t kiss you when I had the chance...” 

I stop with my mouth open. Stunned. 

I did not just say that, did I? 


“And when was your big chance?” he asks me, smirking, not 
even missing a beat. 


“When you held my chin up with your finger,” I recount to 
him. 


“Like this?” he whispers, and I feel my tongue wetting my 
lips, wondering if any of this is even real anymore. 


He puts his thick finger under my chin again, tenderly 
holding my face with his thumb and finger. I’m shivering 
again, but not from cold or bad memories this time. This is 
the best kind of shivers and he’s the only one who can give 
them to me. 


I watch his eyes soften, a low sound coming from him that 
mixes with my little whimpering gasp and I feel his breath 
on mine, our lips almost touching. 


The blast from a truck’s horn, which sounds more like a 
freight train right behind us makes me jump an inch off the 
seat. 


I bite my lip and the inside of my cheek, wincing in pain and 
making a startled, unsexy, killing the moment sound as I 
notice Kane’s face darkening too. 


Pushing the intercom button in the center console, Kane 
growls through to his drive, “What seems to be the 
problem?” 


“Sorry Sir, we’re double parked and this truck-” 


But he lets the button go, lets the concern go from his face 
too, and he holds mine in his hand, asking me if I’m alright 
again. 


“TIl be alright, I bit my lips though... and my cheek... Shall 
we go in for coffee then?” I ask, not even wanting to move 
away from him for a minute. 


“Do you really want to go in for coffee?” he asks, reading 
my mind and I feel his hand over mine, guiding it to his 


thigh. 


I’m shaking my head in the negative, and we try again for 
that kiss. 


There’s no horn blasting, but a terrible pounding on the 
window right behind me, like something crashed against it. 
I jump in my seat again and this time Kane’s not amused. 


He’s up and out of his seat in two seconds before I can even 
catch my breath. 


The driver of the truck’s gotten out and decided to have it 
out with whoever’s in the limo in front of him. 


Bad idea. 


I’m trying to get out of my side, craning my head to see 
what’s happening, but I can’t get the door open. 


I’m beginning to wonder, in a split second of panic, if maybe 
this Kane guy is a little unhinged, this is twice in as many 
hours he’s gone off his rocker. 


It’s because he’s with me though. I know it’s because of me. 
He’s protecting you, silly. He’s being a real man... 


Scooting over to his side, I get out of the car and see Kane 
walking towards the huge truck driver, who’s not quite as 
tall as Kane, but looks like he knows how to look after 
himself. 


“The fuck, asshole? Can’t your driver read? This is a loading 
zone, fuckface... go park your money someplace else, some 
of us have to work for a living.” 


Kane looks over to me, I know he wants me to get back in 
the car, but I can’t help it. I need to see what’s going on. 


“What the fuck are you looking at, porky?” The truck driver 
calls over to me, and I see Kane getting all puffed up again, 
like he did with Marco. 


His driver comes out and steps in between the two of them, 
not even trying to hold Kane back, but leaning in to say 
something to the trucker. 


Trucker guy stops and goes quiet real quick, his face going 
a shade of gray. Then a tinge of green. 


“L.. I’m sorry Mr. Barret... I didn’t know... I only...” 


Looking over at the truck I can see the name Barret 
Industries in huge letters on the front and on the sides. One 
of those signs under the bumper, inviting other drivers to 
call and tell Barret Industries just how well their drivers are 
doing today. 


Not so good today, it seems. 


Kane looks over to me again, then back to the trucker, 
who’s almost in tears by this stage. Seems he really wants 
to keep his job, as well as his teeth. 


Kane’s driver is having some words with the truck driver, 
then Kane steps over, his hand firmly on the man’s shoulder, 
leaning in to say something himself. 


Seconds later, I have a very red-faced but genuine apology 
from the man for speaking to me the way he did. 


“I’m sorry, Miss. It shouldn’t matter who you’re with today, 
and I’m not just sayin’ that ‘cos he’s standing over there. I 
was an asshole just now and I apologize.” 


I give him a small nod, I feel for the guy. I know what it’s 
like to lose your cool and your job in the same moment, but 
I also know Kane’s not going to ruin this guy’s life over it. 


Kane leads me over to the canopy of the hotel, still snarling 
a bit but happy to see me smiling about something for a 
change. 


“T think coffee’s a great idea now, don’t you?” I suggest, and 
we go through the huge hotel lobby to a fancy bistro. The 
type I would never even think about walking into. 


“T think you have to be a guest to sit here,” I warn Kane, 
who finally brightens his mood. 


“Or the owner,” he says, winking at me, and I shudder again 
as he places his hand on my back, helping me into a seat by 
the window. One that doesn’t have a view of his limo parked 
out front. 


I feel awkward again. It’s too much for me to take in. 


How can one guy be so rich, and why the hell would he be 
interested in me? 


“Because you're real, Trudi. You’re no BS,” he says, reading 
my mind as he unfolds a napkin for himself, considering the 
menu but then asking if he can just order for us both. 


“T haven’t eaten yet... I’m pretty hungry,” he says and I’m 
still sitting with my mouth open, amazed at how he can 
know what I’m even thinking. 


I bet he can’t tell everything I’m thinking, and I jump, 
feeling his hand on my knee under the table. 


“I can guess most of what you’re thinking, but for now, we 
need to eat,” he says, giving me another of his sultry winks 
and a sly grin. 


The waiter appears, then disappears and food, lots of it with 
hot coffee and what looks like half the restaurant arrives on 
a series of trolleys in moments. 


Everything’s so fresh, hot and most of all, delicious. 


I want to feel awkward about not paying, about having no 
money. But something in Kane’s eyes tells me that I’d better 
get used to this sort of thing if we’re going to have fun 
today. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


k ane 


“Do you own everything with Barret written on it?” she asks 
me, and I have to think for a moment. 


“No.” I reply thoughtfully. 


But I’m yet to put my name, as well as a few other things on 
her. 


“The hotel isn’t named Barret,” I tell her and she pokes her 
tongue out at me, drinking her coffee and looking at me 
over the rim of her cup. 


I’ve taken her out of that apartment, I’ve almost had her 
lips on mine and now I’m watching her eat. It’s the hottest 
damned floor show but I’m finding it hard to focus on 
eating, doing anything really. 


“What do you want to do?” I ask her, “Not just today or 
tomorrow, but what is it that makes Trudi tick? What’s your 
passion?” I ask her. 


She doesn’t look fazed or embarrassed by my question, 
which makes me glad. I have a knack for making things 


happen when people have ideas, goals or just passion, and I 
want to know hers. 


I know I sure have a passion for her, but I’m trying to focus 
on something else while we’re in public, trying to control 
my urge to bend her over the buffet and take her right 
here, right now. 


“It sounds stupid, but I’ve always wanted to be a real estate 
agent or manage property. Seeing old homes turned new, 
families made happier than ever... that sort of thing... like I 
said it’s stupid.” 


I’m nodding, but thoughtfully, I don’t think it’s stupid. “Why 
though? Why real estate. Why the family home?” I ask her, 
probing a little deeper before I scold her for being down on 
anything she says or comes up with. 


“Because I guess I never had one... being an orphan...” 


I make a sound without meaning too. I feel my heart beat 
faster, bloom and finally about to burst. 


I could just kiss her. 


“Family...” I croak, fighting back my own emotions, which I 
never show, especially in public. The thought of Trudi as a 
mom, making a home and having a family... 


Our family. 
It’s more than I’d hoped for. 


“Do you want to tell me more about being an orphan?” I 
hear myself asking, registering her uncomfortable look. 


“There’s not a lot to tell... I grew up in state care. Fostered 
until I was about six... until I started to get, well. Until I 
grew out of my state provided clothes too quickly for 
anyone to be that interested in me.” 


I can’t believe what I’m hearing. “What are you talking 
about?” I ask her, trying not to let my anger show. 


“If you had a kid and they grew up, but they also grew out, 
would you want to shell out on new clothes so often? Would 
you want your foster kid to be the one teased in class, 
always coming home early, always crying? Would you want 
your kid to-” 


“Okay, stop it!” I growl, tossing my napkin down in front of 
me, “I’ve heard enough.” 


She’s working herself up to being upset again, our day’s not 
supposed to go this way. I’m changing all that. Her past, her 
present and her future, starting right fucking now. 


“T don’t know where you get all this, but it’s not how I see 
you Trudi, okay?” I say, forcing myself to keep calm. 


“What do you see then, and how would you know what it’s 
been like for me, huh?” 


I reach over and feel relief when she doesn’t take her hand 
out of mine, which I close over hers and squeeze gently. 


“I think you’re the most wonderful, beautiful and warm 
person I’ve ever met,” I say honestly, “Not to mention 
honest, feisty and... a little opinionated,” I add with a grin, 
and we both end up smiling. 


“So what’s that got to do with real estate?” she asks me and 
I think for a moment. 


“T think they’re all traits of a very successful person in the 
making,” I say with total confidence. I really mean it. 


“Really?” she asks, making a face that kind of cancels out 
what I just said, but I know she’s got it inside, she just 
needs to find it more often. 


“Here.” I tell her, putting a key on the plate next to her. 
“What’s this?” she asks, looking uncertain again. 


“The key to your building. That opens every door. It’s 
yours.” 


“What am I going to do with that?” she asks, looking 
uneasy. 


“You’re the new agent. You'll need to hire a new Super, but 
I can help with that, I have an agency pool..” 


She looks shocked, stunned. “But I don’t even know how 
to...” 


I’m shaking my head now, I won’t let her start with all this 
again. 


“You know exactly what needs doing with the place, you just 
told me, plus you know everyone in the building, right?” 
She nods. 


“Buta,” 


“No buts. You started this morning, but you can have the 
rest of the day off,” I bark at her, pretending like she’s gota 
new possessive boss as well as a new possessive landlord. 
“You did say you’d give me today anyway... and you are 
mine, for today,” I growl. 


“What’s my pay?” she asks cheekily, then flushes with 
embarrassment, shocked she’s even going along with this. 
But I’ve already made my mind up. 


“Your apartment, plus a base salary we can discuss later. 
Your first piece of real estate, let’s see how you manage it. 
Give you a taste for it.” 


“Uhhh... You’re serious, aren’t you?” she asks me, gulping. 
My stern face is my answer. I wouldn’t joke about 


something like this. 


She wants, she gets. That’s how it’s going to be from now 
on, and things that can help her too, things that can help 
other people. Help her be who she wants to be and go 
where she wants to go. As long as it’s with me... 


Sounds like a perfectly fair suggestion in my mind. 


I have to make her mine, properly claim her and as soon as 
possible. I don’t think I’ve taken my eyes off her for more 
than a few minutes since I met her. And I don’t think I ever 
will. 


“Trudi...” I start and I register the ‘here it comes’ look in 
her eyes, which I’m quick to want to reassure her isn’t 
coming. 


“T stay here, at the hotel when I’m in the city,” I tell her, 
wondering where I’m going with this, why I’d even bother 
to tell anyone. 


Because I want to take her up to my room and have my way 
with her now. Enough with coffee, food, superintendents, 
truck drivers and real estate... I want what’s mine now... 


I’m not surprised at my impatience, but I think Trudi is a 
little. 


“What are you saying?” she asks, trying to hide her coy 
smile, blowing on her coffee and making me groan to myself 
as I feel myself shifting to full attention all over again. 


“T’m saying after coffee I’d like to show you around...” 
The rim of my dick... 
“The room. My room...” I stammer. 


Our room. 


“I’m done!” She pipes in over me, almost squealing, barely 
giving me time to even think of a reason we’ve hardly 
touched anything. She’s surprised me and beaten me at my 
own game of thinking I have her all figured out. I think she 
wants what I want to give her as much as I need to give it 
right now. 


The waiter returns, alarmed I’m leaving so soon. 


“Is everything alright, Sir? I mean... if we can do anything 
else...” he stammers. 


I’m standing now, covering myself with my napkin, which I 
decide to take with me. 


“It’s fine, really. I... we really just have to go, that’s all.” 


CHAPTER NINE 


l rudi 


“TIl be filling you in tomorrow...” he says in his low, smoky 
voice while we wait for the elevator. 


“Filling me in?” I ask, trying to sound sexy but falling short. 


“About the real estate thing.... For now, for today. You’re 
mine, remember?” He growls and he guides me into the 
elevator with his huge hand, not even trying to keep his 
distance any more, which is fine by me. 


I hope we’re not going up to his room to just look at the 
view. 


Shit! This is really happening... okay, don’t panic... Kane’s 
nice. He’s really into you... just let him be into you... 


I roll my eyes, groaning aloud, drawing a confused look 
from Kane as we step into the empty elevator. 


“Never mind,” I whisper, realizing I have a lot of work to do 
in the suave sexy department, whereas Kane’s just a 
damned natural at it. 


I feel his eyes on me the whole way up, what feels like six 
hundred floors. I feel myself getting wetter than ever too, 
wishing I’d packed a pillow instead of just changing panties. 


Being in any enclosed space with Kane is unbearable, like 
having him so close and not touching him seems unnatural 
somehow. 


Having him not touching me seems so unbearable. 


“This is us,” he announces, taking a special key out of the 
controls as the door opens. I expect to see a hallway, maybe 
a lobby of some sort with other rooms, other doors. But it 
opens directly into what looks like a palace. 


A freakin’ stadium. 


Kane has to coax me out of the elevator, he’s having a little 
fun at my expense I can tell but it’s alright. 


“I don’t get many visitors,” he confides, and seems to 
disappear around one corner before reappearing, “come 
through,” he says warmly and I do. 


I'd follow him anywhere. 


The whole floor must be taken up with his penthouse. 
There’s rich carpeting, velvet curtains and plush furniture. 
Stylish but not overcrowded. Everything looks too 
expensive to touch. 


“But you don’t stay in this part, do you?” I ask him figuring I 
have him figured out, at least a little bit. 


He holds out his hands, palms up and I go to them, go to 
him without hesitation. 


“No, I don’t stay in this part. It’s the original rooms I think. 
Most of what’s up here is either a work in progress, or 


storage for things I have on the go, things planned that 
never panned out... or...” 


“Or what?” I ask him. But he doesn’t answer, he just leads 
me through to another section of the top floor, up a few 
stone steps and we’re in what looks like a Spanish villa style 
place. We could be in Mexico or Madrid, or anywhere that’s 
not downtown. 


Stone, earthy colors. Lots of timber and woolen rugs. A 
man’s man’s house, with a huge open kitchen overlooking a 
sparkling rooftop pool with what looks like an orchard of a 
garden on one side and the most breathtaking views of the 
city, sky and sea on the other. 


“Its beautiful...” I stammer, looking around me but not 
daring to take my hand from his. I feel him squeeze my 
hand gently as he takes us through, showing me around 
some more. There’s not a hundred rooms, just plenty of 
space and lots of clean, bright surfaces with killer views out 
every single one of the floor to ceiling windows. 


“Beautiful,” I say again out loud. 


“It sure is... just perfect,” he says and I turn to see he’s 
been staring at me the whole time, not even registering the 
view. 


I can sense how he’s feeling now that we really are alone. 
I’m his, almost. And he’s relishing the experience as much 
as I’m uncertain about it all still. If I was nervous and 
excited before, it’s off the charts now. I’m not trembling, 
much. 


I want Kane, I do. But I just don’t even know how a girl like 
me can translate those feelings into something someone 
like him will enjoy. I’ve never even kissed a guy, the very 


thought of it, with him makes me dizzy with excitement and 
fear all at the same time. 


But Kane’s not scared, he’s got the situation well in hand, 
and mine is still in his. 


“Still having a rotten day?” he asks, his mouth turning up at 
one side and I feel my head shaking, then feel him pulling 
me closer to him. 


“Me neither,” he whispers, and he leans in, touching my lips 
so gently with his that I make another little sound, like I’ve 
landed on another planet and everything’s made of Kane. 


One of his hands leaves mine, to hold my face as he pulls me 
closer to him and I melt into him again, feeling the whole 
world disappear. Closing my eyes and then feeling his hands 
move over my back as I open my mouth, daring to feel his 
tongue inside me for the first time. 


He tastes like everything I want, a thousand times better 
than he smells, which is great. He’s perfect. Everything 
about him is just perfect. 


His groaning growl of satisfaction extends to the firm 
pressure I can feel rising up my front, his thick arousal 
pressing into my soft belly, making me lightheaded and I 
sway a little, making him pull back to give us both some air. 


“Wow...” Is all I can manage, feeling my hand automatically 
stray to his front, stroking him through his pants, making 
him groan as he tosses his head back. 


“T’ve waited all morning for you to do that, Trudi,” he 
groans, and I shudder as I feel both his hands on my chest, 
circling my pebbled nipples through my blouse, feeling 
them stiffen to a hardness that makes me moan for more. 


“I want you Trudi... I wanna make you mine for good... 
claim you as my own...” he growls, his lips on my neck, 
biting and nibbling me now as I swoon under his huge body 
towering over me, his hands are drawing every ounce of 
pleasure from me, willing me to undress so I can feel his 
nakedness against mine. 


I feel like everything’s happening so fast, the room’s 
spinning as I hear my heart pounding in my ears. I can see 
his shirt then his bare chest and I realize it’s my own hands 
tearing his clothes off, my own mouth desperate to taste his 
body. 


I have no idea where we are in his house anymore, but I 
want him to do something, anything to relieve the ache in 
my center right now. 


I moan like a beast, the urgency telling him it has to be now, 
whatever it is he wants to do to me, I want it now, I can feel 
myself about to come and I know he can sense that. 


I feel my pussy starting to twitch and shudder, a pulse 
tearing through my whole body as he runs his hands over 
my now naked chest. 


CHAPTER TEN 


k ane 


“Oh, no you don’t. Don’t you dare come without me tasting 
you first,” I command her. It pains me to do it, but I stop 
stroking her nipples and pick her up quickly, watching her 
eyes starting to close, rolling back in her head, her own 
climax so close I can feel it about to pour out of her. 


I have to get her someplace where I can pleasure her 
properly, not down here on the rug, but I’m not sure either 
of us can make it. 


I have to settle for a large leather couch, it overlooks the 
garden but most importantly, it’s close. 


I’ll finally have her, I’ll finally taste her and stake my claim. 


I peel off her jeans, which makes her gasp and jerk some 
more, but as soon as she’s free, both her hands are out, 
instinctively grabbing my hair, pulling my head straight 
down on her. 


As if I need any encouragement. 


I could spend days looking at her, savoring her sweet 
essence, but right now my girl needs to be pleasured to be 
relieved of the pressure I can feel building inside her. 


“Tell me you want me to taste your pussy.” I order her, my 
own hardness growing to an unbelievable level as I watch 
her eyes flash, hearing her own growl command me right 
back. 


“Taste me, Kane, suck on my pussy and make me come on 
your face...” 


I stammer a groan, hardly believing my ears, it’s like music, 
and the sweet scent and taste of her explodes in my mouth, 
making me groan with satisfaction as she instantly grinds 
down onto me, working her hips to swiftly maximize her 
own pleasure. 


I growl and grunt, groan and gasp, her own sounds making 
me wild like an animal in heat. 


Her perfect ass is finally in both my hands, and I hold it 
firmly, kneading it as I pull her all the way up to me, as close 
as we can get. Her legs hang over my shoulder and I work 
her ass cheeks with my hands, squeezing them and 
spreading them in time with my mouth’s action on her 
sweet pussy. 


It’s not long before I hear her rising gaps, her breathe 
quickens and I feel her fits clench handfuls of my hair as 
her whole body stiffens, shuddering as the first powerful 
wave of her climax washed over her, sending all her 
sweetness straight into my mouth, making me growl, 
making me grip her ass and hips tighter with my hands, 
swearing to myself that nobody else will ever touch her. 


Nobody else will ever taste her. 


As her first climax subsides, she purrs like a kitten, 
loosening her grip on my hair and making me realize we’re 
both still half dressed. 


In an instant I’ve taken my pants off, feeling the cool air on 
my bobbing cock as it’s free, finally freed and already 
dripping, ready for her. 


She gasps at the sight of me fully naked, I stand up so she 
can see me, I know how curious she is and she wastes no 
time in running her hands all over me as I try to free her 
from the last remaining items of her clothing. 


But she freezes up, starts to hesitate and I ask her if she’s 
alright. 


“T didn’t hurt you did I?” I ask, concerned I might have been 
too rough or something, but she shakes her head in the 
negative, giving me a faint smile, shielding herself with her 
own arms. 


“Oh, I get it,” I observe, not wanting to draw attention to 
the fact, but it’s really not the time for her to get shy. 


“Trudi,” I tell her, resting my arms on her thighs, gently 
prying them apart again. 


“Look at what you’re doing to me... huh? Do you really think 
I don’t want to see you naked? I do. I want to eat every little 
bit of you up... You don’t have to be shy now, we’re past 
that, surely.” 


But there’s something else, I can tell. I lean in and kiss her 
again, growling when she kisses me back, moaning as she 
tastes herself on my lips, and I take her hands, bringing 
them straight to the tip of my cock as I kiss her deeper, 
making her groan louder as I feel myself starting to twitch 
in pre-climax myself. 


“T want to claim you Trudi... I need to put this so far inside 
you, make you come hard on it so I can fill you with my 
seed,” I growl, trying to bite her neck again, but 
something’s wrong I can tell. 


“What is it, baby?” I ask her, settling back on my hams. 
“What’s the matter?” 


She looks away from me, ashamed and I have to tilt her face 
to mine with my fingers, gently commanding her to tell me 
what’s wrong. 
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“Pm a virgin...” she whispers, and closes her eyes, a single 
tear running down her cheek, which I covet, pressing my 
lips to it before I press them to her again, holding her 
tighter than ever, whispering that it’s alright if she is. 


“That’s perfect honey... that’s just perfect...” 
“Itis?” she asks me, sounding more confused than ever. 


“It is, because it means I’m your first, it means you really 
will be mine... nobody else will ever have you and Ill be your 
only, don’t you see?” I ask her. 


“You... You don’t mind?” she asks, and I smile wide, 
beaming. 


“I’m so proud of you, Trudi,” And I kiss her again with all 
my heart, her gasps registering the length of my hot, fat 
dick pressing between her thighs, her right hand starting to 
work my tip in little circles, playing with the heavy precome 
which is flowing from me like lava. 


She’s thinking, but she’s also telling herself that she wants 
me, I can see she does and I’ve never wanted anything so 
bad in my life. 


Needing to claim her, to make it right between us. To make 
her a woman, my woman and to start working on that 
family she was talking about before. 
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“I just need a minute...” she says softly and I grind my jaw, 
not from frustration or anger, but only to stop myself from 
exploding. Her hands touching me is the single most 
exquisite thing I’ve ever felt. 


“We’ve got time,” I tell her, “We’ve got all the time in the 
world...” 


And I know she’s not going anywhere anytime soon. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 
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I don’t know what I did to deserve such an understanding 
man, but I do know that they’re not all made like Kane. 


He certainly draws something out of me, I’ve never 
climaxed in my life and that was something I’ll remember 
forever. I’ll cherish it, and him forever, I just know it. 


With everything that’s happened today plus yesterday I just 
feel overwhelmed. Totally out of my element, so going all 
the way right now, I just need to take a minute. 


“I need some air,” I tell Kane, who opens up the balcony 
folding doors, letting the whole room flood with fresh air, 
sunshine and some distant sounds from the streets below, 
reminding me there’s still a world outside. 


We’re up so high, from where I’m sitting it’s easy to believe 
there’s nothing but sky. 


Sensing how much like a fish out of water I feel, Kane 
disappears then reappears within seconds with some robes 
for us both, casually admiring the view while I slip it on. 


I could look at the man naked all day, but my own body? 
That’s something I’ll have to come to terms with especially 
with someone as perfect as Kane watching. 


He turns to me, smiling and I can see his own arousal hasn’t 
let up any, making me feel guilty. 


“Doesn’t that hurt?” I ask him, unable to stop staring. 


“In the best way,” he says, coming back over to me and 
squatting in front of me again, rubbing my thighs with his 
warm hands, sending those shivers up inside me all over 
again. 


“We can sit here and look at the view all day, or...” 
I thought I just said I wanted to wait? 
“.,.Or we can go for a walk, I need to pick up a few things.” 


“What about your limo?” I hear myself asking, sounding 
bitter out of habit, but he only laughs. 


“T prefer walking, to be honest. If I can huff it I walk. The 
car’s just a car, Trudi. It’s not who I am,” he says, shooting 
me another of those winning smiles and squeezing my leg, 
letting his hands ride up to tickle me through my robe. 


I feel stupid for saying anything, but Kane doesn’t judge 
me. It’s like I could say the most awful things to him, break 
up his whole house and he’d just wait until he could hold my 
hand, telling me how perfect I am all over again. 


“C’mon!” he announces suddenly, jumping up onto the balls 
of his feet like an athlete who’s warmed up for the big race. 
His energy astounds me, his enthusiasm for life should be 
infectious. 


Me? I feel like some more of those croissants from 
downstairs and maybe a nap. A bath later on, binge some 


episodes and then bed. That would be my day if I was home 
alone. 


But I’m not home anymore, and Kane’s bright eyes remind 
me of that. He drags me up off the couch like I weigh 
nothing and guides me through to show me another area of 
the penthouse, which looks more like the size of my whole 
apartment, filled with racks of clothes and stacks of boxes. 


“There’s a bathroom through there, I think. You can grab a 
shower and find something you like from this lot... There’s a 
boutique downstairs, they store a lot of their old stuff up 
here sometimes,” he says casually. 


I must have a permanent awkward look by now, while Kane 
has a permanent smile. He pulls me to him, letting me feel 
him against me through his robe. 


“Where will you be?” I ask him, feeling a mild panic rising. 


“I won't be far, just in my room. We’re just getting ready to 
go out, if you want? Or you can wear the same stuff you 
came in... Oh. No pun intended,” he says, grinning like a 
devil. 


“There’s even lingerie in there somewhere...” he murmurs, 
speaking softer as his eyes focus on mine, he leans in to kiss 
me gently again, the softest kiss that feels like his first every 
time. 


I want him more than anything, I need him inside me, my 
body’s screaming out for his. So why can’t I just give myself 
to him? 


I sigh and he growls, slapping my rump before cautioning 
me not to take too long and he leaves me to shower and find 
some clothes himself. 


I really don’t expect to find anything that’ll fit, but I soon 
realize it’s all plus sized stuff, most of it anyway. 


I’m relieved, but a little confused too. But it doesn’t take 
long before I have a dozen things I don’t just like, I need. 


The bathroom’s huge too, everything seems so big and 
spacious but I remind myself that Kane’s a big guy. Being 
well over six feet, and so muscly, he needs space and he’s 
got it in this place. 


I race to wash up, gasping at everything from the fittings, 
the water pressure to the towels and just, everything. The 
whole place is like a luxury resort and it’s his house. 


Imagine living like this every day. I don’t think I’d ever take 
anything for granted or complain ever again. 


Almost squealing with excitement by now I look over what 
I’ve picked out and shake with anticipation, knowing how 
much Kane will love me in this... I hope. 


Sexy lingerie was never my thing, because it never fit. This 
stuff is just made for my body and so sheer, so soft. I remind 
myself of what he said and choose to enjoy all this instead of 
feeling bad about it. 


I want to go show him my body in my sexy white bra and 
panties, but I know where that will lead. 


Later. Definitely saved for later... 


I choose a pair of slacks and a cashmere top. Real 
Cashmere too, something I’ve only ever dreamed about. 


There’s a pair of flats I find to match the pants and although 
it’s pretty simple, I feel like a million bucks. 


Kane’s growl of approval sounds from behind me as I 
admire myself, probably for the first time ever in the full 


length mirror. 


“You look amazing,” he says, and he means it. He’s not just 
saying it to make me feel good, which I do anyway, he really 
thinks I look amazing, because I do. 


“T feel special wearing these, Kane. Thank you,” I tell him 
honestly, “But...” 


And he rolls his eyes, chuckling to himself, “But, what?” 


“But... I dunno. It’s just all so beautiful... why is everything 
plus sized... and so expensive? Why do you have so much of 
it again?” I ask him, my ‘need to know’ brain unable to help 
itself. 


Still chuckling, he saunters over in just a towel, his huge 
rippled and tanned body against mine as he hugs me from 
behind. 


He clasps his hands over mine and rocks me as he looks into 
my eyes in the mirror. 


“The boutique, from downstairs. I already told you. What 
you want to call ‘plus size’ is a regular size for a lot of 
people. Years ago, before it was a thing... someone on my 
team had the idea and we ran with it.” 


“Is that what you like? Fat women?” I hear myself asking 
him, and his smile drops instantly, but his grip on me gets 
tighter. 


“Hey, remember what I said? That’s below the belt, Trudi. I 
don’t use that word and for your information...” he says, 
cupping my chest in both his hands, making me lean back 
moaning straight away as he kisses my neck. 


“I don’t have a preference for any women, unless they’re 
named Trudi and are in my arms right at this moment.” 


“Damn you Kane Barret...” I murmur. “Damn you for being 
so perfect...” 


CHAPTER TWELVE 
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Like where she used to live, what she used to do, before I 
decided to take her home, Trudi’s mindset about herself has 
me puzzled. 


She’s got so much going for her yet like so many people she 
only wants to see the bad things. All day long. 


Well, I won’t hear it anymore. I don’t want to overload her 
with work either, but she seems to have an eye for fashion 
too. 


“Have you considered fashion as something you’re 
interested in?” I ask her, slipping into fresh clothes myself 
after taking her back into my own room. Now that she’s had 
her privacy, getting showered and changed, I’m not letting 
her out of my sight. 
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“I guess...” she says, trying to think but I can tell she’s 
staring at me more than thinking, and I’m a little guilty of 
that too right now. 


We really can’t keep our eyes off each other. 


Maybe we can talk business later, today’s all about a good 
time, remember Kane? 


As much as Trudi’s hung up being down on herself, my bad 
habit is work, work and more work. Since Trudi’s come 
along, I’ve only ever focused on it, up to sixteen hours a day, 
seven days a week. 


“I thought you wanted me to manage your apartment 
building?” she asks me, looking like she’s fearing an 
avalanche of work in return for our time together. 


“T want whatever you want,” I assure her, touching her face 
and pecking the top of her head with a kiss. 


If I touch her any more than that, I can’t be held 
accountable for my actions and we’ll get nothing done 
today. I only hope that once we spend some more time 
together, Trudi will feel more comfortable, that she gets the 
message that she’s really mine now, and everything I am, 
everything I have is hers too. 


“T’m just thinking out loud, baby,” I tell her, taking her hand 
once I’m dressed and ready, holding her back a little to take 
her in before we head out. 


I’d prefer to keep her all to myself, but I know at some point 
she has to go out into the world, but only with me at her 
side, for now. I won’t let anyone or anything come near her 
that I don’t approve of. 


I head over to my dresser, taking up my cologne, when she 
rushes over, pressing her hand over mine. 
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“I want that smell, all over me...” she purrs and I cock my 
brow, thinking ‘ why not?’ I plan on being all over her 
anyways, so what’s a little more of me on her? 


“Its a scent I had made for me, from Paris.” I mention, 
wincing at how pretentious that sounds, but it’s true, it’s 
the only smell I like and Paris is the only place that’ll make 
it for me. 


“Do you own that company too?” she teases me, spritzing 
the air between us and dancing through it, making me love 
my favorite scent even more now that she’s a part of it. 


“No, I don’t,” I answer her, tickling her again and holding 
her close, risking hardness but unable to keep from 
touching her holding her close. 


“T think it smells like you, as a personality, I mean,” she 
says, then looks worried again. 


“What?” 


“T’m waiting for you to ask me if fragrances are my thing 
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now. 


I shake my head, chuckling again. “You’re something else 
Trudi... now c'mon. If I can’t have my way with you, at least 
let me take you out for a walk.” 


She grips my arm as I move away, holding me back. 
“I do want to Kane... Y'know, do it... I just...” 


“I understand, Trudi. It’s alright. .. But...” I linger in the 
doorway, feeling the familiar pulse of my aching cock again. 


“But what?” 


“But if my dick turns blue and drops off... just sayin’,” and I 
give a little nervous laugh with a wink. 


I can see her thinking hard for a moment, then she smiles 
to herself, “Let’s see how the rest of today goes,” she adds 
cheerfully, “I’m yours for a few hours yet, right?” She 
reminds us both. 


A few hours? And a few more after that... 


She’s almost ready. I can feel it, and it gives me more 
confidence than ever that just like everything I want, I get 
in the end. 


“So where are we headed?” she asks as we step out of the 
elevator, back into the lobby and into the real world. 


“T have a watch I need to collect, it’s was being repaired.” I 
tell her, noticing how unexciting that sounds, her face 
showing it. 


“We can check out some other stuff there too, d’you wanna 
see the boutique? It’s just over there.” I ask her. 


“T don’t think I could afford any of this stuff, really Kane...” 
she starts to say and I have to stop her again, taking her by 
the elbows gently, looking down into her eyes. 


“Nobody’s charging you for any of this, Trudi. It’s all for 
you, don’t you get it yet? I’m sharing this with you, it’s 
yours, just enjoy yourself... please.” I almost sound like I’m 
getting upset by her being like this but it's more frustration 
than anything else. 


I’ve seen people get real possessive, real quick, thinking 
they own everything and the world owes them a favor, but 
Trudi seems to have the complete opposite going on. 


Life’s all about balance, and I want her to see, to find the 
balance between having the best, feeling her best and 
knowing that she has all that stuff inside her anyway. 


What’s on the outside is just for show, it’s what makes us up 
inside that counts. 


“It’s just so... weird,” she says softly, squeezing my hands, 
promising she’ll try to get used to it. 


I kiss her on the cheek, stroking her hair back. “I know you 
will baby, everything takes time.” 


Just not too long I hope. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
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I can tell Kane wants to give me a whole bunch of stuff, 
clothes, and meals, even somewhere to live. I know he’s 
rescuing me, but what does he really want in return? Am I 
going to get what Z really want? 


Maybe I don’t fully understand what all that means right 
now, Kane seems wiser to what he knows he wants, which is 
me. But for how long? 


Don’t all guys just pump, dump and run at some point. 
That’s what I’ve heard, anyway. 


Okay, it’s what I’ve imagined mostly, based on what I hear 
other people complaining about. But Kane doesn’t seem like 
that. 


One thing I do know is that he has access to some amazing 
clothes though, and I’m actually dying to check out his 
boutique, in his hotel, with him on my arm still. 


Oh my god... I’m dreaming still, I must be dreaming... 


Everyone working in the hotel, the lobby, the little shopping 
mall it has attached, they all recognize Kane and greet him 
formally, and he has a smile and a kind word for all of them. 


“You don’t think looking at clothes is boring?” I ask him, 
noticing him checking his watch after I’ve immersed myself 
in looking at clothes, selecting out what I like only because 
Kane’s ordered me to. 


“T’m happy watching you,” he says truthfully, “I’m checking 
this watch out is all. I might keep it too, it’s the replacement 
while the other one’s being repaired,” he says absently. 


“Why don’t you just buy another one?” I ask, he sure seems 
to have enough money. 


“Because, the one being repaired is the one I want to keep. 
I keep telling you, Trudi. I always get what I want, and 
when I have it, I keep it forever...” 


If I knew he wasn’t referring directly to me, I might be 
concerned. It sounds a little too possessive to have an 
obsession about things like that. But with Kane, I know he 
means it in the best possible way, that things worth having 
are worth keeping forever. 


Like the feelings we have for each other. 
Like the feeling I have growing by the minute inside me. 


I should’ve let him have me... He was right there, god I feel 
so stupid. 


“You don’t mind?” I ask him quietly, almost whispering in 
his ear, “About me wanting to wait, before we...” 


His low growl of approval as he shakes his head lets me 
know he doesn’t. 


“T’ll be ready when you are... We can have whatever you 
pick sent up to my place for later,” he says, giving me the 
cue that although it’s fun to watch Trudi shopping, he has 
stuff to do still. 


I want to have him take me right there and then, until I 
remember that’s how I felt up in his penthouse too. 


I hope when the time comes I don’t mess it up, and I can’t 
help feeling like I already did in a way, but Kane’s just too 
mature, to make me feel bad about it. 


The ‘watch shop’ as Kane calls it is the highest end jeweler 
in town. A small place compared to his hotel, and I know he 
doesn’t own it, but it’s still invitation only and the guard at 
the door tips his hat to Kane, holding the door open for us 
both. 


I almost have to shield my eyes when we step in, the 
amount of diamonds, gold and just general out of this world 
super overpriced shiny stuff is overwhelming. 


Looking at the watch Kane’s wearing, it’s not too showy. I 
don’t think he goes for showy pieces, but I think I do, with 
about ten things catching my eye straight away. 


“Have a look around,” Kane says with a sly grin. “If you see 
something you like, try it on.” 


I’m not touching anything... my god if I broke something, 
I’d be paying it off for ten lifetimes. 


One of the counter attendants seems on friendly terms with 
Kane, an older man with a kind face, he gets busty with 
Kane, taking him into another room to talk about his watch. 
I keep my hands to my sides and peer into the seemingly 
endless glass cases of diamonds, white gold and tiny, crystal 
and gold figurines. 


The whole place is like something from a dream, that 
recurring, waking dream I’m stuck in called ‘Kane’s life.’ 


I start thinking though, I should really get Kane something. 
He’s given me so much already. 


I want something I can show him that I am grateful for him, 
so I tear myself away from all the girly stuff and start 
browsing the men’s jewelry. 


None of it is really Kane though, his watch is about it. It’s 
about as dressy as he gets. 


He is missing a ring though... 


Kane pokes his head around the green velvet curtain, 
smiling at me and ushering me with his eyes to look around 
before disappearing back to his watch, back to his guy stuff. 


Another counter assistant comes out, really friendly and 
welcoming, an older lady who introduces herself as Ruth. 
She tells me she’ll be right there if I want to try anything 
on. 


“How much is that?” I ask, stabbing at the glass, wincing 
when I notice the greasy smudge I’ve left. 


“The ring with the blue in it?” I ask, really not meaning to 
sound so ignorant, but also knowing I don’t have to be 
choking on water to be drowning. 


Kane... I’m drowning here. 


Ruth’s so polite, even chuckling to herself a little but in a 
friendly way. She’d know that I’m here with Kane, it seems 
like everybody who’s anybody knows who Kane is. 


“That a keen eye you have,” she observes, taking the ring 
out of the case for me to see closer. 


“This is a blue diamond, set in white gold with platinum 
bands. It’s stunning, isn’t it?” I feel my head pump and 
don’t want to make the same marks on it I left on her glass, 
but Ruth insists I take a hold of it, “Have a feel of it, see 
what you think.” 


“T love it,” I say, thinking it’s just the thing for Kane, even 
though he’s not a show off with jewelry. 


“How much?” I ask, ready for a couple of credit card 
transactions. 


Ruth smiles, “We don’t usually have a set price, but 
something like this piece will retail for around two hundred 
and fifty,” she says, smiling. 


It’s a no brainer for me, and I do have an eye for a bargain 
after all. 


“Sold!” I announce, fishing for my bag, which I realize with 
horror I left at home. I came out without anything but the 
clothes I had on, and they’re crumpled by Kane’s couch. 


“We can set this aside for you, Mr. Barret has an account 
with us,” Ruth explains patiently, reading my mind or my 
face, I’m not sure which feels more panicked. 


“Would you like to see some of the ladies rings, we have 
some new neck pieces in too, you have such lovely skin,” 
she observes, and I absently clutch at my naked neck. 


Nobody’s ever said anything so sweet to me, and I know 
she’s not trying to sell me anything either. 


“Sure,” I say, relieved we’ve broken the ice and she walks 
me through a tray of what look like really expensive 
diamond necklaces, but they must be fakes. Everything’s 
only three or four hundred dollars. 


Still pricey, but I guess they have to pay the rent on the 
high street. 


“How are things going out here? Hello Ruth,” Kane says, 
stepping out from the next room, his eyes widening as he 
spies me with a necklace I picked out, more like a collar. It’s 
not heavy, but it looks like a disco ball, it has so many of 
these cheap diamonds in it. 


“Good Afternoon, Mr. Bennet. Can I get you something to 
drink? Tea, mineral water?” Ruth asks, and Kane opens it 
up to me. 


“T’d love a soda.” I say, then make a face, not sure a place 
like this would have any ‘soda’. 


Ruth’s a doll, and returns with a gleaming tray with a glass 
of soda. 


“Found something you like,” Kane observes, turning me to 
face him, then back to the mirror again so he can admire 
me from behind. 


“T was trying to find something for you.” I admit, lowering 
my voice a little, Ruth takes her cue and leaves us to have 
some privacy. 


“Really?” Kane asks, his eyes shining with warmth and he 
squeezes me. 


“What’d you pick?” he asks, and I feel like I don’t want to 
ruin the surprise. 


“If I tell, then it’s not a surprise,” I tease him, but then his 
look changes, like he’s realized how serious I am. 


“What’d you choose, Trudi?” 


“A ring, I was gonna use my credit card to pay for it, but I 
left my purse at home... we left so suddenly... I feel 


stupid...” 


Kane walks over to the other counter, leaning over and 
picking up the box, opening it and letting out a low whistle. 


“This ring? Wow. You sure have an eye.” 


“That’s what Ruth said,” I chime, happy I’ve made a dent in 
Kane's world. 


“And how much did Ruth say she would charge you?” Kane 
asks. 


I flush a little, but he probably knows how much all this stuff 
costs anyway. 


“Only two hundred and fifty,” I tell him, wincing at how 
expensive it is, but vowing Il find the money somehow. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


k ane 


I could just kiss her. I will. But I think she ought to know. It’s 
easy to understand, for me it is, how she might be confused 
about the pricing in a place like this. 


I cross the floor, clutching the ring in its box. 


“You picked this for me?” I ask her again, feeling a real rush 
of warmth, like she’s touched my soul for the second, maybe 
the third time today. 


Her head hammers a series of nods and I can see she’s 
proud of her choice, and I know Ruth wouldn’t have misled 
her deliberately. I do shop here sometimes, and money’s no 
problem. But... 


“It’s two hundred and fifty... thousand, Trudi. All this stuff, 
it’s real. It’s a high end jewelry store.” 


I can see her face fall in a second, she’s crushed. I don’t 
mean to sound harsh, but it’s the truth. This is an expensive 
place to shop. My watch is over a hundred grand, half that 
again to have it repaired. 


“T love it though!” I tell her, which is true, I love her for 
choosing it. 


I just love her. 
Rings be damned. 


I watch her lower lip tremble again, the silver of tears 
forming in her eyes. She tears herself away from me when I 
try to hold her, making a horrible croaking sounds like she 
wants to scream or something. 


“Let me go, just get away from me,” she says loudly. 


“T knew this was all too good to be true, I suppose you think 
it’s funny that I think stuff like this would be so cheap, like 
me? Is that it?” she spits out. 


“Trudi! No!” I say, trying to get a hold of her to calm her 
down but she’s half way out the door, with the security 
guard grabbing hold of her now. 


I make a pleading face with Ruth, who knows I’m good for 
the whole store if need be, and with a sharp nod, she lets 
the guard know he can let go of Trudi, who’s running off 
down the street. 


“T’ll be here, Mr. Barret.” Ruth says, looking less than 
impressed as she purses her lips, waiting for her jewelry to 
be returned. 


“Well?” She asks me coldly, “What are you waiting for, you 
do love her don’t you?” She asks, shocking me awake, like 
ice water’s been thrown in my face. 


“I do! I do love her,” I announce, surprising myself with my 
own conviction. 


“Then go get her!” Ruth says loudly, practically shouting, 
and I can hear her laughing to herself as I scramble past 


security too, forgetting I’m still holding the ring as well. 


Pumped with adrenaline at the thought of Trudi not 
understanding what I meant, or worse yet, not being able to 
find her at all, I run out into the street. I look both ways but 
I can’t see her. 


I clench my jaw, kicking the sidewalk with my heel, kicking 
myself for not realizing so many things. 


If anything happens to her... 


I can’t afford to think like that, and I take a few lunging 
steps one way before I realize something, no cologne. 


If I turn the other way and jog some, I can smell her. I can 
smell me. 


She’s wearing my cologne, and just enough which makes it 
easier for me to follow her scent long enough to catch sight 
of her. 


She’s stopped running, but is still far up ahead, about to 
head into the park. 


I trot after her, wanting to call out, wanting to tell her a 
million things, but I also don’t want to scare her off again. 
I’ve been ignorant and probably too damned cocky for my 
own good so far. 


Pll watch her from a distance, just for a few minutes until 
she’s calmed down, then we can sit down and talk about all 
this, sort this whole misunderstanding out. 


I could run all day, I’d go anywhere she went just to keep 
track of her, to keep her safe. 


I’m relieved that after a while, she’s clutching her side with 
a stitch and takes a seat on a park bench under a large oak 
tree. I breathe easier, knowing she’s at least in my sights 


and that she’s safe, but it kills me to see those tears in her 
eyes. 


I clench my hands into fists, grinding my jaw until my neck 
hurts. 


I don’t want to ever see her hurting again, so why am I the 
one who keeps hurting her like this? 


I don’t understand, but I know one thing. Enough’s enough. 
Once we settle this, I’m taking her home and making her 
mine, this has gone on long enough. She needs to know 
she’s mine now forever not just for a day, not just for an 
afternoon or for a week. 


Mine. 
Forever. 


After a little while she seems to have calmed down, the 
weather suddenly changes, with some unseasonal dark 
clouds bringing a chill to the air and the threat of rain. 


Even from where I’m standing, almost crouching behind 
another tree, I can see the stiffness of her nipples starting 
to show through her soft sweater, it makes me growl, for 
two reasons. 


One, I’m feeling myself getting hard again, wanting her like 
never before. And two, if anyone else should see her perfect 
chest. Her perfect nipples... I’d have to end them. 


I watch her noticing the weather, I feel her chills running 
through my own body. Then her hand strays up to her neck 
again, and in the same moment she realizes she still has the 
necklace on from the jewelry store on, her head turns 
suddenly to focus on me. Our eyes lock, even from all that 
distance away. 


I pull a smile giving her a tiny wave, letting her know I can 
see her. Letting her know I’m not mad... far from it. 


She looks away again sharply, making my chest hurt. 
Making my whole body ache for her, vowing to myself to 
never let things get like this again, I can’t take it. 


When she looks over again, she looks shy, almost 
embarrassed and I know I can go to her again. She’s 
alright. She’s safe, and she will be in my arms again soon, 
that’s all I care about. 


Without even saying a word, she stands up when I move 
towards her and she falls into my arms, sobbing with 
apologies but gripping me tighter than ever, telling me 
she’ll never let me go again, not over something so stupid, 
and not over anything ever again. 


“T thought I could afford it...” she sobs. “I just wanted to say 
thank you for everything you’re doing for me... I...1..” 


But there’s nothing to say. I silence her with a kiss, and as 
we stand there in the park a half million in diamonds 
between us, kissing with a passionate intensity strong 
enough to melt a diamond it starts to rain. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


l rudi 


I can taste Kane, even a little of myself on his mouth too 
still. His cologne and my own tears, all bunched up in a 
warm, wet and totally absorbing feeling, with his strong 
arms lifting me up and holding me up midair like I weigh 
nothing. 


“Tm getting wet,” I let him know and he growls, nodding as 
his lips slowly work their way down to my neck. 


“Kane,” I gasp “The sweater... I’m getting it all wet.” 


The rain’s really coming down now, out of nowhere it feels 
like, but Kane doesn’t seem to care. 


“I got you,” is all he can say, kissing me and holding me, 
never letting me go. “I got you, Trudi.” 


I’ve never really just stood in the rain, or walked in it. I 
always felt like I had to run to get out of it, to run away from 
the feeling, which always makes us all the wetter anyway. 


But today, right now, in Kane’s arms, I don’t want to run 
anymore. I feel like I understand what he’s been trying to 


tell me all along. 


I feel like I don’t want anybody but him to hold me, nobody 
but him to touch me. 


Nobody but him to... 
“Kane...” I gasp, almost pleading, “Kannneee?” 


“Now?” he asks, and I feel my head pumping as I whimper 
yes, watching his grin as he growls a new sound. 


Deeper. 
Lower. 


I want him inside me, outside me, everywhere I go. I know 
now that I want Kane forever and that I’m going to give 
myself to him. He can claim me as his, forever because 
there’s no other man, nobody on earth I want to be with, 
right this minute or any other, for the rest of my life then 
him. 


All the thoughts of the jewelry, the clothes, his penthouse 
and my apartment, all the problems with my job and even 
my weight. 


None of it matters now. 


I don’t know what’s different, but something’s changed. I 
don’t care about any of that other stuff, the good or the bad. 


I just want Kane. 


“T want you Kane,” I whisper, and I squeak as I feel him 
picking me up, sweeping my legs out from under me and I 
hook my arms around his neck as he carries me right out of 
the park, and back out onto the sidewalk. 


People turn and stare, there’s comments here and there, 
with a few people stopping to film us, straight to YouTube 


no doubt, but we don’t care. 


Kane doesn’t care and neither do I, he’s staked his claim 
and now he knows he’s taking me home to claim me 


properly. 


As he should’ve done in the first place, if I’d let him, if I’d 
told him to? Maybe, but it doesn’t matter now. It’s his way of 
showing me how far he’ll go, how far he’ll carry me to claim 
what he knows is rightfully his and I’m so glad I finally 
realized it before it was too late, before I ran away from him 
when all I’ve wanted to do from the first second I saw him 
was run towards him. 


Run into these huge, strong arms that hold me without 
faltering, that carry me up the avenue, straight back into 
his hotel, with nothing more than ‘good afternoon. Mr. 
Barret’ from his staff, from the people who know who he is, 
even the cops we walk past on the way home. 


Because that’s where it feels like I am now, in his arms, 
anywhere in the world. 


Home, as long as I’m with Kane. 


The few people waiting for the elevator get out of our way, 
it’s like Kane has a magic aura about him, as if his claim is 
being broadcast to the whole world, and people get out of 
our way like they would for anything special. 


Like they would for the king of beasts. 
Like they would for royalty. 


I don’t think my eyes have left Kane once, his dark, 
brooding look has a new edge of intensity to it, a new 
purpose, and he only ever takes his eyes off mine to make 
sure we don’t get run over, and to walk up into the building, 
finally into the elevator to take us upstairs. 


I thought I’d be more nervous, but now that I know what I 
want, now I know how much I need Kane inside me, I feel 
more confident, like it’s the only thing for us both to do. 


We’re inside his penthouse again in seconds, and little 
things that would normally bug me, like the open balcony 
doors letting rain in, or my clothes bunched up by his 
couch... 


None of that matters as king Kane carries his queen to their 
royal bedchamber. 


There’s some rolling thunder in the distance, and any 
flashes of lightning are wasted on me, because I can only 
see the light in Kane’s eyes, his hungry, dark eyes as I feel 
them run across me, followed by his hands as he undresses 
me laying down on his bed. 


I feel my own hands running over my nakedness, with each 
layer Kane removes, it’s freeing to see the look of 
satisfaction on his face, his growling sounds and his deep 
gasps of approval as each level of his latest acquisition is 
revealed. 


I feel special now, not self-conscious. I know Kane wants me 
for me, not what I look like, but it’s a double whammy that 
he just so happens to get hard as hell when he does look at 
me. 


I feel the jewels on my neck again, and it almost breaks the 
spell. I almost want to sit up, to worry about returning 
them, to panic about having something so expensive that 
doesn’t belong to me around my neck, but Kane firmly 
kisses me quiet, levering my thighs apart with his hands as 
he does. 


“T think those can stay right where they are,” he murmurs. 


“They suit you,” he says, and I hear the first moaning gasp 
escape me as his thick fingers press against my sodden 
pussy, parting my lips gently as he slips one finger inside 
me, making me growl like he does. 


Making us both growl with a new level of excitement. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


K ane 


Everything I have, everything I own seems to be getting in 
the way of me getting what I really, truly want. 


I want her and nothing else. All the sidewalks, buildings, 
doors, clothes and furniture... It’s all just stuff. Stuff that 
gets in between me and her, in between me claiming what’s 
mine and filling her up like I wanted to from the moment I 
first laid eyes on her. 


Once I finally get her on my bed, our bed. I take my time 
getting her clothes off. Only taking my eyes off hers to take 
in her perfection, her sweet, youthful smooth and perfect 
body. 


I wanted to tear her clothes off, ravage her to begin with. 
Now, I want to take my time with her, enjoy Trudi and the 
feelings we have, this thing between us. It’s incredible, and 
I know once I claim her that she’ll be mine forever. A bond 
that’ll never be broken. 


I want to taste her again, I want to eat her out for a year, 
but her eyes, her hands, they’re all telling me what she 


wants. What she needs. 


She opens her legs wider, mouthing something I can’t quite 
hear as I slowly start to work my finger into her, then 
outside her sodden, swollen pussy which makes me gasp 
every time I touch it. My own hardness making my dick feel 
like it will shatter at her slightest touch. 


Holding myself over her body as she writhes under me, I 
feel her hands running over me, tracing down my arm and 
then reaching for my cock, which is throbbing midair. I gasp 
and jerk when she grips me, making my body tense as I try 
to keep from exploding, but mostly just from the sheer 
sensation of her hands touching me the way she does. 


I lean over closer until I catch what she’s repeating, her 
eyes half-closed, almost like she’s in a trance. 


“Fuck me Kane... I want you to take me now, claim me... 
make me yours...” 


Her hands are working my cock, from tip to base and I can 
feel my balls rising up in reply to her touch already. 
Grinding my teeth I breathe in her sweet scent again, 
lowering myself so she can feel me outside her entrance, 
which I can feel the heat from before I even touch it. 


She lifts her hips up, sucking air in between her teeth and 
concentrating with her face as she works the smoothness of 
my tip around her wetness, tracing a shape that even looks 
like a heart, making me stifle a groan of disbelief. 


“My god, Trudi.. You feel so good... I’m gonna come so 
hard, deep inside you...” 


She purrs like a tigress, grinding her hips harder and 
higher up into the air, but only lightly teasing herself with 
my member, making me groan out loud, almost begging her 
now, but getting off on watching her play. 


Growing harder watching her grow wetter, enjoying herself 
like she should, with my cock. 


She’s up high enough now, and I can grip her perfect ass 
again, making us both moan as I feel its warmth fill both my 
hands, kneading her cheeks further apart in time with her 
own pussy lips being gradually spread with the tip of my 
pulsing cock. The purple, plum sized head making her eyes 
widen as she starts to guide it gently inside herself. 


I can tell she wants to do it herself, to start with, so I 
support myself with both arms on either side of her, using 
my hips to guide myself gently in, straining not to howl like 
a wild animal at just how intense, how tight and amazing 
She feels already. 


“Oh fuck, Trudi... you’re so fucking beautiful, I’m gonna 
make you come so hard...” I groan, and I feel my fingers 
digging deeper into her ass as she takes my cock into her, 
almost two thirds, making her wince a little but then we 
both moan with relief. The feeling of her wrapped so tight 
around me, her wet warmth drenching us both already. 


“Now Kane, take me,” she whimpers, bringing her hands up 
to my face, tracing her fingers around my lips as I thrust all 
the way into her, making her gasp my name as I taste both 
her and me on her fingers. 


I push right into her, shuddering as we both find her 
sweetest spot almost instantly, which makes her moan even 
louder, her hands gripping me has mine clench harder than 
ever onto her ass. 


Filling her with my cock, her thick thighs soft against the 
tensed muscles of mine, along with my weight meeting her 
hips stroke for stroke. She feels so right, the perfect fit and 
I know she’s feeling the same, our bodies melting together, 
fitting like a custom key inside a very special lock. 


There’s so much of her I want to explore, but right now I 
can sense she wants to come for me, to come on my cock, to 
show me how much she’s been wanting me. 


Trudi like to fuck, I get that much straight away. And she 
likes it rough as much as she likes things slow and gentle. 
We feel our way through peaks and troughs of intensity, 
with her smiling, laughing, grinning and even almost crying 
at times as I work my rod in and out of her like a piston. 
Pleasing her and teasing her, feeling the build up to her 
first climax with me inside her. 


n 


“Kane...” she cautions me, but there’s no need to warn 
either of us about anything. 


I want her to come so I can fill her with my seed, with our 
future family. 


She’s gripped with a rigid spasm, her whole body arches 
and stiffens, cueing me to enter her as deep as I can, 
holding myself as she shudders to climax. I push my cock 
deep inside her, letting it draw out her orgasm, which 
seems to go on and on before she shows any signs of it 
subsiding, which is when I know I can’t hold mine any 
longer. 


“Come in me Kane,” she begs, “Make our baby... take me 
and... Oh!” 


She starts to come all over again, and I feel my own release 
mix with hers. 


I collapse and roll over onto my back taking her with me, 
and she keeps the climax coming by pumping herself up 
and down on me, my hands clutching onto her. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


l rudi 


I can add ‘lost my virginity’ to my list of crazy things that 
have happened in the past twenty four hours, and it’s still 
only Wednesday. 


I collapse onto Kane, with him still inside me. We’re spent 
from our union, but by no means finished, I can just tell. 


He’s still hard inside me and I think I’m getting the hang of 
this sex stuff. All the fears and phobias I had, my body 
image issues, all went out the window once I realized it’s 
who Kane wants me for, not just what I look like. 


I’m still shaking, shuddering with tiny then major 
aftershocks and I can feel he is too. 


Is it like this for everybody, all the time? 


I don’t know, but I know how I feel about the second time 
coming thanks to Kane on the same day, and I know I’m 
hooked. 


“Is there anything you aren’t great at?” I ask him, gasping 
to catch my breath, sitting up while straddling him still, 


feeling his full hardness returning as he starts to massage 
my chest again, teasing my nipples back to bullets. 


“Until today,’ he says thoughtfully, reflecting as he looks 
past me for a moment, “I thought I was impatient. But I 
think I waited long enough to claim you as mine.” 


I smack his chest softly, “I think you wasted a half a day, you 
should’ve just bent me over the crappy couch in my 
apartment, like I wanted you to,” I tell him and we both 
laugh, until I have to stop to gasp again, and he growls, 
gripping me tight by the hips, and I start to grind down on 
him again, feeling him in a whole new way, in a new 
position, watching his look of total approval and satisfaction 
as I twist and turn on his cock all over again. 


Kane’s hands never leave my body once, and I feel like he 
has ten hands at one point, with his huge size and those 
magic fingers, working their way across, around and all 
over my whole body, all the while as I pump up and down on 
him until I can’t hold back any longer and feel myself 
gushing harder than before all over him, drenching us both 
and making him come just as hard a second time, deep 
inside me. 


I feel like my legs are numb, but I want this feeling forever. 
I can’t bring myself to get off of him and even when I finally 
do try, he pulls me right back down into position with his 
hands firmly on my hips. 


“You’re not going anywhere, just a while longer,” he says, 
making a satisfied pleased sound. The kind I know he makes 
when he gets what he wants. 


I feel different now. Not just like a grown woman, a real 
woman to match my real man... I feel.. 


“Can you get pregnant your first time, and just know it?” I 
ask him. And I see how wide his smile is, how shiny his dark 
eyes are, looking up at me. 


“T was gonna ask you the same thing... Mommy,” he says, 
tickling me and making me laugh until he lets me take his 
wrists flat to the bed, our faces almost touching. 


“I’m serious,” I tell him, and he flexes inside me again, 
making me clench on him in reply. 


“T think we just made a baby,” I tell him. 


“I know we did,” he says with a firm conviction, flexing 
again to prove his point. 


“How do you know?” I ask, “Or is it just because I 
mentioned it just now?” 


“It’s... because...” He says firmly, gripping me by the wrists 
suddenly, and flipping me over while still keeping his semi- 
rigid cock inside me. 


“I’m a man who knows what he wants.... And I want a baby, 
with you... a family of our own, starting today and lasting 
forever, that’s why.” 


I gasp again, but only because I know he’s right. I can’t 
have any doubts, worries or even questions about it any 
longer. 


“I’m yours Kane Barret, and not just for today,” I tell him, 
“Even though we have a few hours left of our original 
agreement.” 


He looks at his wrist, the space where his watch would 
usually be. 


“I know you’re mine now, Trudi. There’s still plenty of 
daylight left too.” 


Both our minds go back to the jewelry store, Kane thinks 
about his watch and I consider the gems around my neck 
still. 


Then I remember the ring, how bad I wanted to get it for 
him, to say thank you, to show him how much I love him. 


“You already showed me,” he says softly, leaning down to 
kiss me firmly, making a sound as I hear myself start to cry. 


Not sad tears, but tears of happiness. Tears of love. 
Love for my man. 
“T love you Kane,” I tell him, holding his face in my hands. 


“And I love you more,” he says softly, kissing away my tears 
before letting me taste them in his kiss again. 


We lay there, only getting up to share a shower and Kane 
orders up some food for us both as we lounge around in our 
robes, which also coincides with the delivery of all the 
clothes I picked out. 


“Didn’t choose too many, did I?” I ask Kane, who looks at me 
sideways, thanking the porter, who hands him a note with a 
nod before leaving. 


He slaps his head with his hand, then lurches for the phone 
on a small table by the sofa. 


He mouths the word Ruth while he waits for it to pick up, 
getting the answering service, he leaves a message. 


“Ruth, it's Kane Barret. Sorry I had to dash earlier, but I 
think we can settle on both the pieces Trudi and I picked 
out. If you can have my watch sent up at some point too, I’d 
be grateful. The repairs, with the other pieces, just put it on 
my account... thanks.” 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
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It takes me about a half hour to settle into my new life, with 
Trudi at my side. 


As it should be, as it should always have been, I just had to 
wait for her. 


After making love to her, pleasing her as she needs to be for 
most of the afternoon, then sleeping a little, I shower with 
her. I wash her hair and I let her wash me. We get through 
this whole ‘body’ business once and for all, and I know she 
understands now that I love her for her, not just her 
amazing body. 


We have a great sushi dinner and her clothes arrive, but 
once I call up Ruth and let her know Il take the jewels we 
kind of ‘borrowed,’ Trudi looks uneasy all over again. 


“That’s a lot of money, Kane... I picked that ring out 
because I thought it was two hundred dollars, not two 
hundred and fifty thousand...” 


I laugh a little, patting her hand but I can see she’s not 
joking. She actually looks a little ill. 


I take her hands in mine. 


“Remember how I said you had an eye for things? That we 
all have skills but most people just struggle to find their 
passion?” 


She nods. 


“Well, that ring, which I love by the way... I know 
someplace, a buyer in Singapore, who would pay twice that 
for a blue diamond with that cut, set in that style of a men’s 
ring.” 


I tell her, throwing my hands up in the air, closing the topic. 
So I think. 


“You don’t want to keep the ring then?” She asks, and I 
have to think for a minute. 


“TIl keep it if you want me to, but I’m just saying, dollar for 
dollar, it’s already worth twice what I'll pay, so I haven’t 
paid for it at all.” 


She still looks confused. 


“T’m not gonna sell the ring, Trudi,” I comfort her, “it means 
too much to me now, knowing you picked it out and on our 
first day together.” 


That’s the right answer for us both, and she smiles, 
clapping her hands before leaning in to give me a kiss. 


“But I still have to pay for it,” she announces, “I got it for 
you... I can’t have you paying for your own ring, that’s 
stupid. That’s not right.” 
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“T’ll swap you a diamond necklace for it,” I drone, 


wondering how this got so complicated. 


“But I thought you bought the necklace for me?” she pouts 
and I really start to wonder if she’s just pulling my chain. 


But she’s serious alright. 


“Okay, okay.” I tell her, talking over whatever else she’s 
gonna Say next, “Starting tomorrow, you’re working for me, 
as areal estate agent, remember?” 


She nods gravely, suddenly remembering that I’ll be putting 
her to work. 


Kind of. 


“Well... You can work off the ring, and keep the necklace, 
which I gave you because I love you so much.” 


That seems to work and she kisses me, then sits back, 
fondling her neck as I hold her hand in my lap. 
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“I get to work your ring off... noted...” she murmurs to 


herself. 


“How much do I get paid?” she asks, “And what about my 
apartment, did you really mean I could keep it?” 


I nod a big yes to the last part, but I’m not sure about the 
salary. As far as I’m concerned she can have whatever she 
needs, wants or otherwise, forever. She doesn’t have to lift 
a finger again as long as she lives, under my roof anyway. 


“Trudi, the apartment’s yours. It’s my gift to you, your first 
piece of your own real estate portfolio, and I want you to 
manage the apartment block overhaul, we’ll set a meeting 
with the realty team and go over it, we can do that 
tomorrow if you want.” 


She looks edgy. 


“Or the day after tomorrow, but it should be this week,” I 
advise her. 


“You’re living with me from now on though,” I inform her, 
“no more of that place and I feel it’s only fair to warn you 
too...” I say dramatically, watching her eyes widen. 


“That I don’t just live in the city. I have a country house too. 
And a mountain house, a ski house... a beach house... and 
an island house... just so you know.” 


I watch her eyelids flutter and she pretends to faint all over 
again, collapsing onto my lap and I stroke her hair, 
watching her breathe rise and fall, feeling the fluttering of 
her heart through my robe. 


“Its not gonna be overwhelming, I promise. We’ll take it 
Slow, like that time I claimed you, remember?” 


She looks up, faking a dark look. 


“We can do it however you want, Trudi. No pressure from 
me. Even if you don’t want to do anything, I’m okay with 
that too, but I think once you get a few projects of your own 
going, you'll get the bug.” 


My biggest concern is once she does get going, is that I 
might not have as much time with her as I’d like. Which 
leads me to the next piece of advice I have for her. 


“Me? I delegate pretty much everything. I have people to 
do the legwork, I just give them the ideas and then pay 
them for their time and effort, plus a cut of any dividends. 
They like it and they work hard for it.” 


“Can I delegate to you?” she asks. 


“No.” I tell her flatly, “And I’ll never delegate to you either, 
we're a team.” 


“Like king and queen?” she asks. 


“Exactly,” I tell her, and I squeeze her tight again, feeling 
her through her robe and she feels me becoming hard for 
her all over again. 


“Can you delegate that?” she asks, in her most serious 
voice. 


“That, has a mind of its own I’m afraid, and totally 
uncontrollable when you’re around.” I tell her truthfully. 


I’ve taken charge of the situation and have Trudi right 
where I want her again, for the third or is it fourth time 
today, when the phone rings again. Which is odd. 


Most of my calls are directed through my main office. 
Calls to my house are rare but not unheard of, so I pick up. 


It’s Detective Sloane, he wants to talk about Marco, the 
Super from Trudi’s building. 


I flex my hand at the mention of his name, making a fist and 
then relaxing it again as I picture his face. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


l rudi 


Hearing Kane talk to detective Sloane brings it all back for 
me on the one hand, but makes it all feel like so long ago on 
the other as well. 


Covering the phone with his hand, Kane asks me softly, 
“Sloane wants to know if you’re pressing charges, the 
whole nine yards?” 


I look awkwardly at my feet for a second, not sure how I 
even feel about it anymore. 


“I think we’ll get back to you on that, it’s been a traumatic 
day for the tenant, for the whole building really... Pl have 
my team look over the evidence we have regarding the 
suspected abuse of funds as well, get back to you on that-” 


He stops, listening as Sloane interrupts. 


“Okay, sure, I understand that. Thanks for your time 
Detective, no. Not a problem. Thank you.” 


Kane breathes out through his nose, then makes a clicking 
sound with his tongue before he hangs up. 


“I’m not sure I want to send a guy to jail, not over 
something so... well. It’s not like he really hurt me or 
anything...” 


I feel Kane tensing up again and I know he’s reliving this 
morning over again in his mind, maybe not in the same way 
Iam. 


My morning memory is filled with a huge, handsome man 
coming to my rescue, sweeping me off my feet and 
delivering me to the life of my dreams. 


“Kane?” I ask him, turning my attention to his face, which 
has grown dark for real this time, his jawline’s like a wire 
and his eyes have narrowed. 


“TIl let you decide what you want to do, Trudi,” He says, 
starting out formal sounding, but then smiling, rubbing my 
back to reassure me everything’s alright. 


“Sorry, baby. But the thought of that guy manhandling you, 
it just drives me nuts... Sloane says I can expect a counter 
charge, but I doubt that will hold much water. 


“You mean you'll be charged as well?” I ask. 


“Sure,” Kane says, “I can’t go around bopping people, even 
if they’re being assholes. It’s the law.” 


I feel myself frowning, taking a very different view of Marco 
the super and this morning now. 


“But...” Kane says slowly, and I look over to him again, 
seeing a mischievous look in his eyes, and his face. 


“But what?” I ask, feeling the suspense in my own mind 
becoming unbearable, wondering if it’s going to be now... 


“If I can tell a judge the man was threatening my future 
wife... my fiancé’...” 


I gasp, then I squeal out loud, then I cover my mouth with 
both my hands. 


“Wait. You mean me, right?” I ask him excitedly, and he 
leans back smiling. 


“I even have a ring,” he says smugly. 


“Kane Barret, are you proposing to me?” I ask him, hearing 
my voice crack. I can’t believe any of this is happening, but 
it will round out the most extreme day in my life’s history. 


Fired, assaulted and evicted, swept off feet by a millionaire, 
lost my virginity and now proposed to? 


Hell yeah! 


“I might be,” he says dreamily, spreading his arms out 
before hooking his hands behind his head, leaning back like 
he’s just scored the world’s biggest hole in one. 


I feel myself starting to hyperventilate. 
He can’t be... he wouldn't. I must be hearing things... 


I start in my mind with the whole a rich older, sexy guy like 
him could never fall for a girl like me routine. 


Before I know what’s happening, Kane’s on one knee in 
front of me, having taken the large velvet box from his robe 
pocket. I hear myself squeak, and cover my mouth again. 


Don’t cry... I won't cry... 


“Trudi... I’m being serious now, I really am,” he says and his 
voice gets deeper as he takes my hand in his. 


“T’ve only known you a day, Trudi, but what we’ve done in 
one day wouldn’t last most people a lifetime, so imagine 
how much we can achieve, how happy we can be for the 
rest of our lives, together?” 


I gasp again, speechless. 


“You’ve touched my soul, Trudi, and I guess now’s as good a 
time as any to tell you just when I knew you were the one?” 


I look confused, my face feels as puzzled as my mind feels. 


“T was raised in foster care too, Trudi. But I had a different 
set of circumstances to deal with, like we all do, foster kids 
or not...” 


I feel the tears now. I was trying not to cry, but he’s just so 
sweet, so honest. So Kane. 


“T want us to have a real family, one of our own and I know 
we’ve already made a start, I can just feel it.” 


My hand absently starts to caress my own belly. I know 
what he means, I feel it too, deep inside me already. Our 
own family. 


My own family. 
With the man I love. 


“So I’m asking you Trudi, I’m telling it to you straight. I 
don’t want to live another day without knowing you’re by 
my side as my partner, my friend... my wife.” 


His voice breaks with emotion and I can’t stay quiet. 


“Yes!” I whisper in his ear, hugging him harder than I think 
I’ve ever hugged anyone. “Yes Kane Barret, IIl be your wife 
and your partner, your best friend and I’ll be mommy to our 
kids... to our family...” 


“T love you Trudi, more than anything in the whole world,” 
he says, and I feel like the richest woman alive, even though 
I don’t have a dime. 


“And I love you Kane, the man of my dreams, my knight in 
shining armor... my future husband...” 


CHAPTER TWENTY 
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I’ve got the woman of my dreams, I’ve claimed her properly 
and now I’ll make her mine on paper as well. 


I’m not worried about her running off again, but just to be 
sure, I put a rush on the wedding plans, turning the hotel 
lobby into our wedding chapel for the weekend. 


I can’t do much in private, and once news of my proposal 
gets out, it’s a media event, with Trudi being sweet enough 
about the whole thing, even though she’s scared to death of 
being on TV. 


She’s the one that suggests using it as a way to pitch the 
new idea for her housing project to investors and local 
government. The extension she wants to add on to the 
apartment block she’s taken over managing. 


The new addition, which will be on the empty lot next to the 
building, she wants to have designated as housing for 
young mothers who couldn’t keep their babies, for those 
mothers, who through no fault of their own have to give up 
their babies. 


It's Trudi’s way of coming to terms with the idea of a mom 
who one time she thought couldn’t love her, but now she 
realizes it might just be that she just couldn’t keep her. 
Couldn’t give her the life she wanted for her child. 


There’s no real profit for investors, just a good warm feeling 
inside, and the local council leapt at the chance, putting up 
a hefty chunk of the capital needed to get the project 
funded. 


But I’m getting married, and I remind Trudi of the fact too. 
I have to peel her away from the press moments before the 
ceremony, which we’re keeping private, just a few close 
associates and some of the gang from Trudi’s old diner. 


‘Old’ a week later, like so much of her former life, she 
reminds me every chance she gets. 


“Kane! Kane Barret!” I hear the one voice I’d know 
anywhere, and turning to see him I feel the shock of my 
own years staring back at me. 


I have Trudi on my arm and she’s interested to see who else 
might know me so well as to call out and interrupt things 
just to say hello. 


“Dad!” I exclaim, and after giving him a hug and fighting 
back a tear, I introduce him to his new, future daughter in 
law, Trudi. 


“Trudi, this is my dad, Will,” I tell her, proud of the fact now, 
but there was a time when all foster parents were just the 
devil. 


Trudi looks as surprised as she sounds, but she’s such a 
natural people person, in a few minutes they’re both talking 
about me as though I’m not even there. 


I keep checking the time, mindful of the proceedings, but 
also reminding myself that there’s no real hurry. We’re in 
charge here, nobody else. 


“We’ve got our whole lives, remember honey?” Trudi 
chimes in my ear when dad takes a breath, which isn’t 
often. 


“Kane here, he prolly hasn’t told y’all..” dad starts, “But his 
first foster family, well, if they weren’t the meanest, 
nastiest...” 


“Dad, please.” I caution him, I know the story and it’s not 
one I’ve told in public, but Trudi’s ears perk up, and leading 
her away from the herd of media and other well-wishers, I 
over hear him telling her that little bit about my past that 
I’m just not too proud of, but it made me who I am today. 


“Well,” I hear my dad continue, “They’re all in jail now, but 
only because of young Kane here, standing up for himself, 
settin’ things right and takin’ matters into his own hands. 
There was some dark days in that house, Trudi, and I don’t 
need to go into details with you on your special day... But, 
our boy here, he did what any man would do. He stood up 
and beat down the devil incarnate. He’s righted wrongs 
wherever he saw ‘em ever since, far as I can tell.” 


I see Trudi starting to tear up again and want to go rescue 
her from my dad’s stories, but she mouths the words I love 
you Kane, making me feel like the richest man alive. Making 
all that money feels like nothing when I’ve got Trudi right 
across the room. Waiting for me. Waiting for our family now. 


“C'mon, Dad, we’ve got a wedding to get to... who invited 
you anyway,” I joke and kiss him on the side of his head as 
he grips my hand. 


“You done us proud, boy. You always done us proud,” he 
wheezes, silver showing in his eyes and a tremor in his 
voice. 


“Would you do us the honor?” Trudi asks, suddenly taking 
Will by his other hand, “Would you give me away?” 


“And would you be my best man?” I ask him at the same 
time, making his head spin and his smile shine wider than 
ever. 


“T thought you’d never ask!” he exclaims, and we make our 
way to the little chapel in the hotel, part of the original 
building which I had restored for today, and for every other 
day that guests need the space to use. 


Some people would say their wedding day was a blur, that 
the week leading up to it was too. For me, for us, it’s been 
the most romantic, intense and exhausting week. But for all 
the right reasons. 


I haven’t let Trudi out of my sight and she’s on me like 
white on rice, but we never get on each other's nerves and 
every day is just as exciting as the first day I saw her, 
walking up those stairs and seeing her fine behind, almost 
winking at me. Daring me to claim her as my own. 


I don’t feel nervous about our life together, far from it, I’m 
looking forward to it more than anything. And as my dad 
says his little speech, the one he just happened to have 
prepared, I look deep into Trudi’s eyes and I feel like every 
hardship I’ve faced, very pleasure I tell myself I’ve known, it 
was all leading to that magical moment when I met her and 
I knew that she was mine. 


My one and only. Me her first and she my wife. 


The mother of our children and my partner in everything. 


My Trudi. 


EPILOGUE 
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“I dunno, Kane. It might’ve been that fish last night, but I 
just feel like crap...” 


“Then, I’ll cancel the meeting. I’m not going there without 
you, it’s your project,” he says, and I give him that look. 


“And it’s your company... Our company... You go, I'll be 
alright. I’ll just curl up on the couch here and die.” 


Kane drops everything and rushes over to me, gripping me 
by the arms, “Don’t you even think it, let alone say that... 
now. I'll go to the meeting, but only if I know you’re gonna 
be okay,” he says, the worry showing on his face as I only 
consider whether to throw up on my knees this time when 
he goes or standing up. 


I haven’t mentioned it to Kane all this month, but I’ve been 
sick every morning, and most times after I eat, late at 
night... anytime really. I thought it was the flu or something 
like that, but when I did the math it made me smile. When I 
missed my period I started shopping online for baby clothes 
and blue and pink paint. 


A little bug I don’t mind have growing in me at all. 


I want to be sure though, I know how much it means to 
Kane to start a family, and for me too. But every time I look 
at the test kit in the bathroom, I get scared. I get worried. I 
get all those feelings about not being good enough, about 
my baby body, about all kinds of weird and wonderful, 
hormone-fueled things. 


You know you’re pregnant, just do it to double check. 


Once Kane goes out to the meeting, and once he calls me 
from the lobby to tell me he’s leaving, then again from the 
car to tell me he’s on his way to the meeting, I figure I’m 
safe. I figure I’m alone, for a few hours at least. 


I take some deep breaths, suddenly not feeling so sick 
anymore, wondering if it's all in my imagination, wondering 
if maybe I’m just wishing I was pregnant. I read a lot of 
articles about women who get so convinced they need a 
baby, they actually get signs of being pregnant. 


Being fat isn’t a sign... 


Yeah, but throwing up every five minutes can be, so I’d 
better check, just to be sure it’s not something else. 


Oh god! What if it’s something else! 
Just do the frikin’ test already. 


I remember how it felt that first time, how even Kane 
seemed to just ‘know’. I’ve lost count how many times we’ve 
done it since then. 


How many times a day, you mean... 


If anything, it'd be a miracle if I wasn’t pregnant. But here 
goes nothing... 


I feel nauseous again, but I pee on the stick, then I wait. 


And I wait some more. 
Then I can’t wait because I worry. 


I put the test in the drawer without looking, leaving the 
bathroom to pace the penthouse, doing a few laps to try 
and clear my head. 


All of the memories of Kane and our time together run 
through my mind, all his encouragement and his help. But 
most of all, I think about the changes in me. How I’ve grown 
so much as a person with his strength to support me, with 
his love to nourish me. 


Then what am I so scared of? 


It hits me like a lightning bolt, and I start to cry. I don’t feel 
like I’ve changed a bit all of a sudden, the one thing that’s 
plagued me since I can remember is even following me to 
the start of my own family. 


What if the baby looks like me? What if it’s chubby? 


I know what Kane would say if he even heard me thinking 
that, let alone saying it, but I have to be honest. I know how 
hard it is growing up big. I wouldn’t wish that on anyone. 


I wish I had someone else, a mom or even a dad, someone 
who’s already had kids. Somebody who could talk me 
through this. 


I wish Kane was here... 


Like the magician that he is, I feel his arms around me, 
making me jump until I feel his chin on my cheek, his lips on 
my ear whispering to me. 


“I came back... I’ve postponed the meeting. I just knew 
something was up, now you’re going to tell me...” 


He turns me around to face him, holding my face in his 
hands, wiping my tears away with his thumbs, touching 
them to his own lips. 


“Out with it, Trudi. We don’t have secrets, remember?” he 
whispers and I take him by the hand leading him to the 
bathroom, pointing to the drawer, but I can’t even look up. 


“I’m scared Kane...” is all I can manage. 
“You’re scared of the drawer?” he asks. 
I give him my best mean face, and punch his arm. 


“I’m scared our kids will look more like me than you, there. 
I said it. It’s bugging me and I’m terrified we’ll have a 
dozen chubby kids growing up with a dad who looks like an 
Adonis.” 


Kane’s head’s shaking gently, he hugs me first, then holds 
me to him, holding me like a child as he speaks softly. 


“Trudi... I love you, you know that. All the children we have 
will be the most precious things we have, that we can share 
together, as a family.” 


I agree, but I still can’t help but feel frightened. 


“T... I know... I just...No! Don’t look, don’t open it!” I cry 
out, Kane firmly clutching me to his side as he opens the 
drawer. 


I can’t look. The suspense is killing me, but there’s still a 
part of me that doesn’t want to know. I’m not ready. It feels 
like I'll never be ready. 


“Trudi..?” Kane says in his most serious voice. 


I can only look up at him in a question. 


“T just wanna say that I hope all our kids do look like you, 
exactly like you,” he says firmly. 


“Why?” I ask him, not wanting to believe him, but knowing 
he’s telling me the truth. 


“So every time I look into their eyes, every time I kiss them 
goodnight and good morning, I can see you in them... so I 
can have more of my Trudi to love.” 


I gasp aloud, throwing myself at Kane, burying myself into 
his chest. He always knows what to say, what to do to make 
me feel a hundred percent, even when I’m low or just 
acting plain crazy. 


“By the way, I think you’ve been promoted... Mommy...” he 
says, and his face lights up as he holds me out lifting me off 
the ground as he spins me around. 


“We're having a baby, baby!” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


10 YEARS LATER 


k ane 


“Look! Daddy! There’s Mommy!” Sky calls out through the 
darkened silence, the whole auditorium becoming a wave of 
muted laughter from her cuteness overload. 


We’re right up front, and I know Trudi can see us, she gives 
Sky a special little wave from her seat next to the podium 
and her eyes meet mine. I’ve never been so proud of her, if 
that’s at all possible, every day she makes me even prouder. 
Every day I love her just that little bit more. 


It’s a Barret Industries awards show, but it’s not my 
company. It’s Trudi’s. She’s set up her own real estate 
empire. And she’s done all of it in her spare time, in 
between raising our three beautiful kids, Sky, Taylor and 
Phoenix. All in between putting up with my endless 
schedules and insisting that she take breaks and come on 
holidays with us all the time. 


The award she’s getting isn't a company one though, it’s a 
federal government award, recognition for her tireless 
service but also the announcement of her rent to own 


program for single moms to be implemented on a national 
level by congress into the public housing budget. 


In ten years she’s taken the idea from a block of apartments 
she renovated, to whole communities being built up with 
quality, affordable housing that tenants can actually own 
themselves over time. 


Sky and Taylor sit on either side of me, with little Phoenix 
bouncing on my knee. He’s usually the loudest of the crew, 
but today he’s in awe of his mom as much as anyone else. 


There’s speeches from government dignitaries, even some 
speakers from overseas wanting to use her finance and 
administration model for overseas communities. 


The kids, usually so restless, and myself not being one for 
sitting still for long periods, are all in a trance, watching 
Trudi. 


Once it’s her turn to accept an award, and give a speech, 
I’m glad the mic’s up so loud, the PA drowning out our 
gasps and sounds of admiration. I use my baby son’s bib to 
repeatedly wipe something from my eye. 


It’s the single proudest day of our whole family’s life, with 
Trudi being Trudi, saving the best or worst surprise for last. 
Worst for me, I get terrible stage fright, but the kids love it 
and Sky wrestlers the mike from her older brother, vying 
for just as much attention as their beautiful Mom. 


She has all of us get up onstage with her, to thundering 
applause as she introduces our kids, three and lastly myself, 
who I’m thankful for, for once, that nobody present really 
recognizes even though my name’s on the building. 


It’s all about Trudi, and that’s how I always want it to be. 
How it will be forever. 


I’ve offered to help her out, financially and with staff, 
contacts, the whole nine yards with her projects, but she’s 
always done everything herself. Done it all her way and with 
nothing but complete success. 


The main difference with everything she’s set up, like 
everything she does in her personal life too, with her family 
life, she’s always giving back. 


Every single one of Trudi’s companies is not for profit and 
has been set in tone to continue to give, long after we’re 
both gone. Giving our kids and their kid’s kid’s something 
that they too can be proud of. 


There’s an hour of questions, then the media to get 
through, but the kids, just like me, are so amazed by their 
Mom that we all get through it like it’s a five minute thing. 


Once we’re finally outside, then inside the car, it’s Trudi, 
superstar mom coming home with us again. She takes all 
this in her stride like it’s all the same thing, like it could be 
her changing a diaper, or making pancakes, or painting the 
kid’s room. She’s CEO of one of the biggest companies in 
the state and most importantly, she’s my wife. 


The love of my life. 


Mommy to our kids, best friend to them all when they need 
it most and my soulmate, my one and only. 


“You were great, honey!” I gush, as the kids fight loudly 
over who was best at thinking mommy was the best. 


“Ugh. Thank god that’s over and done with!” She exclaims, 
“I’m starving, who’s up for burgers and shakes?” she cries 
out, getting drowned out instantly by all three kids, who 
know it’s a treat day like no other if mom’s shouting 
burgers and shakes. 


She snuggles into me, clawing my abs through my jacket, 
“That was terrifying,” she whispers into my ear. “Thanks for 
coming out.” 


I kiss her forehead, “You were great, you are great. I had no 
idea you were such a confident public speaker,” I tell her, 
meaning it. 


“The kids loved it,” she reflects thoughtfully. 


“T think Sky’s gonna be a star when she’s older, maybe 
sooner than that.” I observe. 


“I think I’m ready for that break though, Like you 
suggested... but maybe this time, for some maternity 
leave,” she says, rubbing her belly with one hand and 
eyeing the kids, putting a finger to her lips. 


“Oh darling, really?” I gasp, hardly able to keep myself from 
shouting it out loud, clutching her hand and squeezing her 
as hard as I dare. 


Trudi tries to whisper something, but I can’t help myself. 


“Kids? Your mom’s gonna have another baby!” I shout out, 
and all four of us cheer and shout, swarming over mommy, 
being careful of her belly but hugging her and kissing her 
until we forget all about everything, even forgetting 
burgers and shakes. 


The kids take turns all the way home listening to Mommy’s 
tummy and then Mommy herself fields the question best, 
straight to daddy when it comes up, from Sky of course. 


“Mommy? Where do babies come from?” 


“You’d better ask your Daddy... he’s the expert on their 
manufacture and production, honey!” 
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